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THE present volume is given to its readers with 
the old excuse of first-hook adventurers ^ — ^'so- 
licitations of iriends ;' not however without the 
hope that it may be fomid in Bome degree to 
justify their judgment, or palliate their partiality. 
Diu'ing some nineteen years, sitting alone or with 
company in the ' sanctum' of the Kniclcerbock&i' 
Magazine, or circulating in the society of a great 
metropolis, or sojourning at intervals in the coun- 
try, the writer has seen and heard much that has 
awakened mirth, and felt much that has elicited 
tears. Looking back now upon these records, 
many of them almost forgotten, the old emotions 
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with wliicli they were originally jotted down 
come back again treshly upon him. It has 
always been his belief, as it certainly is his 
experience, that any one miwi who feels and 
enjoys — who can neither resist laughter nor for- 
bid tears, that mast out, and will have vent — is 
in some sort an epitome of the public. 

So thinking and so hoping, the writer has been 
induced to lay this, hia first humble Wenture,' 
before bis readers ; relying more upon the ex- 
pressed judgment of others in the matter, than 
upon Ma own. 'I am glad to hear' — writes an 
American author whose favorable estimate would 
reflect honor upon a far worthier literary project 
than the present — 'that you are preparing one 
or two volumes for publication from your 'Table.' 
Ton will perhaps remember that I once spoke to 
you upon the subject, and advised you to this 
course. I have often thought it a great pity that 
the sallies of humor, the entertaining incidents, 
and the touches of tender pathos, which are so 
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frequently to be met with in your 'Gossip,' 
should be comparatively lost among the multi- 
tudinous leaves of a Magazine.' * Kindred eag- 
gestions have been received from similar flatter- 
ing sources, and ai'e at last acted upon. 

Of one thing at least the reader of this volume 
may be as8ured~-aQd that is, abundant variety. 
There are sad thoughts and glad thoughts record- 
ed in these pages ; influenced by all seasons, and 
jotted down at all seasons ; scenes and incidents 
in town and country, and all over the country; 
familiar ' home- views,' anecdotes and 'stories' not 
a few; many and multifarious matters, in fine, 
original or communicated, that have made the 
writer laugh ; and many, moreover, that have 
moistened his eyes, as he wrote and read and 
re-read them ; the whole forming a dish of desul- 
tory 'Gossip,' in which it is hoped that every 
body may find something that shall please, and 
no one any thing to offend him. 

• "WiSElKOIOH iBTina. 
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GOSSIP ABOUT CHILDREN. 



A FAMILI 



LET lis begin at the beginning. ' The child, is father of 
the man;' and by permitting us to commence with 
the following letter to a brothei'-editor, written in the fiist 
person singular — a tiirg in itself veiy 'singular' in the 
present book — the reader will have at once before him 
the longest paper he will be called upon to encounter ' from 
title-page to colophon.' 

My dear FwEwn : 

I B hid I used to think when I was a bachelor, 

(it is a g od m y jears ago now,) that there was some- 
thing alh p imiEg in the manner in wbie!!i doating 
fathers nd m th rs ould bring their ' wee ttiugs' around 
them 1 f th especial edification of us single fellows, 
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caiise tliem to ' mis-speak Lalf-uttered words,' and to go 
througli with divers little lessons in manEera and elocutJoa. 
But both parents and children were made so apparently 
happy by it, that I never could thmk, as certain of my ir- 
revei'eot companions were wont to think, and to say, that 
it was 'a bore.' Ko, I never thought, or said tliat; but 
I did think, I remember, as I have said, that there was a 
little bad tast*, and not a little presumption, in such a 
course. 

I don't think so now. 

Whenafather — and how umciimore a mother — sees 
for the first tJme the gleam of affection illumining, with 
what the Germans call an ' interior light,' the eyes and 
features of his infant child ; when that innocent sonl, freah 
from heaven, looks for the first time into yours, and you 
feel that yours is an answering look to that new-born intel- 
ligence — then,Iaaj, wiU you experience a sensation wMct 
is not ' of the earth earthy,' but belongs to the ' con'e- 
spondences' of a higher and holier sphere. 

I wish to gos p a 1 1 w th y u n m g L Id 
You are a full-m wm wmyfdytju 

were once a boy nllmqt rtntitj wll 
feel interested inatw Itswlhlng ing t 
late, in ijlustraldon fmythm dts hhlh] 

you will judge to be not unfruitful of monitory lessons to 
'children of larger gi'owth' than mere girls and boys. 
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Don't you tliiiik that we parents, sometimes, in mo- 
ments of annoyance, through pressure of business or other 
circumstances, forbid tbat whicK was but innocent and 
reasonable, and perfecUj natural to be aaked for ! And 
do not tlie best of parents frequently multiply prohibitions 
until obedience to them becomes impossible ! 

Eacuse me ; but all your readers have been children ; 
many of them are happy mothera ; many more that are 
not will be in God's good time; and I cannot but believe 
that many who shall peruse these sentences will find some- 
thing in them which they will remember hereafter. 

' The sorrows and tears of youth,' says Washingtok 
Irvinu, ' are as bitter as those of age;' and he is right. 
They ai'e sooner washed away, it is true; but oh I how 
teen is the present sensibility— -how acute the passing 
mental agony 1 

My tivin-brother Willis — may his ashes repose in 
peace in his early, his untimely grave 1 — ■ and myself, 
when we wei'e very little boys in the country, saw, one 
bright June day, far up in the blue sky, a papei'-tite, 
swaying to and fro, rising and sinking, diving and curvets 
ing, and flashing back the sualight in a manner that was 
wonderful to behold. We left our little tin vessels in the 
meadow where we were picking strawbeiTies, and ran into a 
neighboring field to get beneath it ; and, keeping our eyes 
continually upon it, ' gazing steadfastly toward heaven,' we 
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pre'.eiitly foimd ourselves by the side of the architect of 
tliat magufficent creation, and saw the line which held it 
reaching' into tie sides, and little white paper messengers 
gliding upward upon it, as if to hold communion witli the 
graceful ' bird of the air ' at tie upper end. 

I am describing this to you as a boy, a^id I wish you 
to think of it as a boy. 

Well, many days afterward, and after various unsuc- 
cessful attempts, which not a little discomfited us — for we 
thought we bad obt^ned the 'principle' of the kite — we 
succeeded in making one which we thought would fly. 
The air was too still, however, for several days ; and 
never did a becalmed navigator wtut more Impatiently for 
a breene to speed his vessel on her voyage than did we for 
a wind that should send our paper messenger, bedizened 
with stars of red and yellow paper, dancing up the sky. 

At last it pleased the 'gentle and voluble spirit of the 
air' to iavor us. A mild south wind sprang up, and so 
deftly did we manage our ' invention,' that it was presently 
reduced to a mere miniature-kite in the blue ether above 
us. Suck a triumph ! Fulton, when he essayed his first 
experiment, felt no more exultant than did we wlion that 
great event was achieved! We kept it up until "twist 
the gloaming and the mirk,' when we drew it down and 
deposited it in the barn ; hesitating long where to place it, 
out of several localities that seemed safe and eligible, but 
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finally deciding to stand it end-wise in a barrel, in an un- 
frequented corner of the barii. 

I am coming now to a specimen of tho 'sorrows and 
t«ar8 of youth,' of which Geoffrbt Crayom speaks. We 
di'eamed of that lata in the night ; and, far up in the hea- 
ven of our sleeping vision, we saw it flashing in the sun 
and gleaming opaquely in the twilight air. In the mocn- 
ing, we repaired betimes to the barn; approacied the 
barrel witi eageroeas, as if it were possible for the kite to 
have taken the wings of flie evening and flown away ; 
and, on lookingdown into the receptacle, saw our cherished, 
our beloved kite broken into twenty pieces ! 

It was our man Tiiomas who did it, climbing upon the 
hay-mow. 

It was many years afterward before we forgot the cruel 
neighbor who laughed at us for our deep six months' sor- 
row at that great loss ; a loss in comparison with which 
the loss of a fortune at the period of manhood sinks into 
insignificance. Other kites, indeed, we constnioted ; but 
that was the kite 'you read of' at this present. 

Think, therefore, ye parents ! always think of the 
acuteness of a child's sense of childish grief. 

I once saw an elder brother, the son of a metropolitan 
neighbor, a romping, roystering blade, in the mer^t ' devil- 
ment,' cut off the foot of a little doll with which his in- 
fantine sister was amusing herself. A mutilation of living 
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flesli and blood, of tone and sinew, in a beloved playmate, 
could scarcely have affected the poor child more painfully. 
It was to her the vital current of a beautifiil babe which 
oozed from the bran-leg of that stuffed effigy of an infant ; 
and the mental sufferings of the child were based upon the 
innocent feiih which it held, that all things were really 
what they seemed. 

Grown people should have more faith in, and more 
appreciation of, the statements and feelings of children. 
When I read, some months since, in a telegraphic dispatch 
to one of our morning jouroals, from Baltimore, if I remem- 
ber rightly, of a mother who, in punishing a little boy for 
telling a lie, (which, after all, it subsequently transpired 
that he did not tell,) hit him with a slight switeh over his 
temple and killed him instantly — a mere 'accident, of 
course, but yet a dreadful casually, which drove reason 
from the thrgne of the unhappy mother — when I read this, 
I thought of what had occurred in my own sanctum only 
a week or two before ; and the lesson which I received was 
a good one, and wiU remain with me forever. 

My little boy, a dark-eyed, ingenuous, and frank- 
hearted child as ever breathed — though perhaps ' I say it 
who ought not to say it' — still, 1 do say it' — had been 
playing about my table, on leaving which for a moment, 
I found, on my return, that ray long porciipine-qu ill-han- 
dled pen was gone. I asked the little fellow what he had 
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done wltk it. He answered at once tiat he had not seen 
it. After a renewed seareli for it, I chaiged Mm, ia the 
iace of his declaration, with haring taken and mislaid or 
lost it He looked me earnestly in the face, and said : 

' No, I didn't take it, father.' 

I then took him upon my lap ; enlarged upon the heia- 
ouaness of telling an untruth ; told him that I did not care 
so much about the pen ; and, in short, bj the manner in 
which I reasoned with him, almost offered him a reward 
for the confession — the reward, be it understood (a dear 
one to him,) of standing firm in his faflier's love and re- 
gard. The tears had welled up into his eyes, and he 
seemed about to ' tell me the whole truth,' when my eye 
oanglit the end of the pen proti'uding from a portfolio, 
where I myself had pla<;ed it, in returmnga sheet of manu- 
script to one of the compartments. All this may seem a 
mere tiifie to you — and perhaps it is : yet I shall remem- 
ber it for a long time. 

But I desire now to narrate to you a circumstance 
whict happened in tie family of a friend and cotrespond- 
ent of mine in the city of Boston, some ten years ago, the 
history of which will commend itself to the heart of every 
father and mother who has any sympathy with, or affec- 
tion for, their children. That it is entirely true, you may 
be well assured. I was convinced of this when I opened 
the letter from L. H. B , which announced it, and in 
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tlie detail of the event wHcli was subsequently furnished 

A few weeks hefore ho wrote, he had hnried his eldest 
SOD, a fine, manly little fellow, of some eight years of age, 
who hid nevei, he sail known a daj s illne-6 until thit 
whidi finally removed him heni.e to be htie no moie 
His death ocL-mied under circumstames whiLh were pem 
liarjj piiniul to his paienfs AyDunger hiothei a leh 
cite sn,kly child from its birth, the next in age to him, 
had been down for neailj a fortnight with an epiiemic 
fe^ei In consequence of the nature of the disease every 
precaution hid been iJcjfed that [iiidence suggested to 
guaiil the jther memlors of the timilj against it. But of 
this one, the fathei a eldest, he sai 1 he had little to fear, so 
iiig^ed was he, and so generally healthy. Still, however, 
he kept a vigilant eye upon him, and espedally forbade his 
going into the pools and docks near his school, which it 
was his custom sometimes to visit ; for he was but a boy, 
and ' boys will he boys,' and we ought more frequently 
to think that it ia their nature U> be. Of all unnatural 
things, a reproach almost to childish frankness and inno- 
cence, save me fix)m a 'hoy-man/' But to the story. 

One evening, this unhappy father came home, wearied 
with a long day's hard labor, and vexed at some little dis- 
appointments which had soured his naturally kind disposi- 
tion, and rendered him peculiarly susceptible to the smallest 
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annoyanoa. "While lie was sitting by the five, in this 
unhappy mood of mind, Lis wife entered the apartment, 
and said ; 

' Henry has just come in, and he is a perfect fright I 
He is covered from head to foot with dock-mud, and is as 
wet as a drowned rat I' 

' Where is he V asked the father, steraly. 

' He is shivering over the kitehen-fire. He was afraid 
to come lip here, when the girl told him you had come 
home.' 

' Tell Jahe to tell him to come here this instant!' was 
the brief reply to this information. 

Presently the poor boy entered, half perished with 
affright and cold. His father glanced at his sad plight, 
reproached him bitterly with his disobedience, spoke of the 
punishment which awaited him in the moniiiig, as the 
penalty for his offence ; and, in a hai^ voice, concluded 

'Now, Sir, go to your bed!' 

'But, fathei',' said the little fellow, 'I want to tell 

'Not a word. Sir : goiohedP 

' I only wanted to say, father, that ' 

With a peremptory stamp, an imperatiye wave of his 
hand toward the door, and a frown upon, hk brow, did 
that father, without other speech, again close the door of 
explanation or expostniation. 
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When bb boy bad gone supperless and aad to bia bed, 
the fiitber aat restleas and uneasy wbile supper was being 
prepared ; and, at tea-table, ate but little. His wife saw 
the real cause, or the additional cause of bis emotion, and 
interposed the remark : 

' I think, my dear, you ought at least to have heard 
what Henry had to say. My heart ached for him when 
he turned away, with his eyea full of tears. Henry is a 
good boy, aftei' all, if he does sometimes do wrong. He is 
a tendei'-hearted, affectionate boy. He always was,' 

And therewithal the water stood iri the eyes of that 
forgiving mother, even as it stood in the eyes of Mercy, in 
'the house of the Interpreter,' as recorded by Bunyan. 

After tea, the evening paper was taken up ; but there 
was no news and nothing of interest for that father in the 
journal of that evening. He aat for some time in an evi- 
dently painful reYerie, aud then rose and repau'ed to his 
bed-chamber. As he passed the bed-i'Ooni where his little 
boy slept, he thought he would look in upon him before 
retiring to rest He crept to his low cot and bent over 
him. A big tear bad stolen down the boy's cheek, and 
rested upon it ; but he was sleeping calmly and sweetly. 
The father deeply regretted his harshness as he gazed upon 
his son ; he felt also the ' sense of duty ;' "yet in the night, 
talking the matter over with the lad's mother, he resolved 
and promised, instead of punishing, as he had threatened, 



d^vGoogle 



Gossip about Children. 23 

to make amends to the twy's aggrieved spirit in the morn- 
ing for the manner in which he had repelled all explana- 
tion of his oflence. 

But that morning never came to the poor child in. 
health. He awote tie next morning with a ra^ng fever 
on his hrain, and wild witli delirium. In forty-eiglit tours 
he was in hb shroud. He knew neither his father nor his 
mother, wten they were 6rst called to his bed-side, nor at 
any moment aftevwai'd. Waiting, watching for one token 
of recognition, hour after tour, in speechless agony, did 
that unhappy father hend over the couch of his dying son. 
Onee, indeed, he thought he saw a smile of recog^nition 
light up liis dying eye, and he leaned eagerly forward, for 
he would have given worlds to have whispered one kind 
word in his eai', and have been answered ; but that gleam 
of apparent infalligence passed quickly away, and was suc- 
ceeded hy the cold, unmeaning glare, and the wild tossing 
of the fevered limbs, which lasted until death came to his 

Tn dus aftn^ard, the undertaker came with the 
little erftii an 1 his son, a play-mate of the deceased boy, 
bringnig the low stools on which it was to stand in the 
entry hall 

' T was with Hesry,' said the lad, ' when he got into 
the water. We were playing down at the Long Wharf, 
Henby, and Frank Mumfobb, and I ; and the tide was out 
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very low ; and there was a beam run out from the wharf; 
and Charles got out on it to get a fish-hne and hook that 
hung over where the water was deep ; and the fii-st thing 
we Baw, he had slipped off, and was struggling in the 
water I Hehsy threw off his cap and jumped clear fiwm 
the wharf into the water, and, after a great deal of haid 
worli, got CfiiRi-Bs out ; and fhey waded up thraugh the 
mud to where the whaif was not so wet and slippery ; aod 
then I helped them to climb up the side. Cqahlbs told 
Hbhby not to say any thing about it, for, if he did, his 
father would never let him go near the water again. 
Hbney was veiy soiTy ; and, all the way going home, he 
kept saying : 

' ' What will father say when he sees me to-night ? I 
wish we had not gone to the wharf!" 

'Dear, brave boy!' exclaimed the bereaved father; 
'and this was the explanation which I so cruelly refused to 
hear !" And hot and bitter tears roJled down his cheeks, 

Tes I that stem fether now learned, and ibr the first 
Ijme, that what he had treated with unwonted severity as 
a fault, was but the impulse of a generous nature, which, 
forgetful of self, had hazarded life for another. It was but 
the quick prompting of that manly spirit which he' himself 
had always endeavored to graft upon his susceptible mind, 
and which, young as he was, had already manifested itself 
on more than 
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Let me close this stoiy in the very words of that fa- 
ther, and let the lesson sink deep into the hearts of every 
parent who sJialJ peniise this sketcli : 

' Every thing that I now see, that ever belonged to 
him, reminds me of my lost boy. Yesterday, I found some 
rude pendl-sketches which it was his delight to make for 
the amusement of his younger brother. To-day, in rum- 
maging an old closet, I came across his boots, still covered 
with dock-mud, as when he last wore them. (You may 
think it strange, but that which is usually so unsightly an 
object^ is now ' most precious to me.') And every morn- 
ing and evening, I pass the ground where my son's voice 
rang the merriest among his play-mates. 

' All these things speaJi to me vividly of his active life ; 
but I cannot — though I have often tried — I canTwt i » 
call any other expression of the dear boy's face than that 
mute, mournM one with which he turned from me on the 
night I so harehly repulsed him. . . . Then my heart bleeds 
afi'cah ! 

' Oh, how careful should wc all be, that in our daily 
conduct towards those little beings sent us by a kind 
pRoviDBNCK, we Hie not laying up for ourselves the sources 
of many a future bitter tear ! How cautious that, neither 
by inconsiderate nor cruel word or look, we unjustly grieve 
their generous feeling ! And how guardedly ought we to 
weigh every action against its motive, lest, in a moineiit of 
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excitemeEt, we lio led to mete out to the venial errors of 
the heart the punishment due only to wilful crime 1 

'Alas! perhaps few parents suspect how often the 
fierce rebuke, the sudden blow, is answered in their chil- 
dren by the tears, not of passion, not of physical or ineatal 
pain, hut of a loving yet grieved or outraged nature !' 

I will add no word to reflections so true — no soi^ 
relative incident to an experience so touching. 
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SUMBEE OHE. 



WHEN there comes a warm autumnal rainy day, it 
gives us great enjoyment to go over (omtwa solus) to 
Hoboken, and repair to a gable-angle of t!ie Swiss ctfllet, 
built by the tasteful Stevens, and there, under an open 
' weather-board ' canopy, gaze for hours upon the distant 
dty, spreading before us like a map, and our noble harbor 
and bay, covered with tall ships, their tapering masts and 
cordage pencilled against the sty, or the lighter craft, with 
their wbite sails glinljng for an instant in the fitful sun- 
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light that steals through a broken cloud. There we watch 
the rain sift in long slanting lines iwsross the bay, and over 
the town, and along the majestic Hudson, and think 'on 
diverse things foredone,' wben we were as yet but a little 
boy ; especially of early days in the country, when with 
departed ' Oz-lapod ' we used to perch ourselves upsn the 
top of a fie h haj ba ack,' (soft and fragrant couch!) 
and from unde no th 1 traw-thatch roof look out through 
the gently fall ng ram upon the fading yellow woods, tlie 
meadows ot d m dyi g green, and russet stubble-fields. 
That rem mb anoe 1 nks with others of the country, until 
it merges in a sort of mental essay on Political Economy. 
One thinks of the reapers cutting the golden grain ; of 
man and boy rolling the round fat 'murphies' out of the 
black loamy soil ; of gathering in the yellow-gi'een oats, so 
smooth, and so pleasant to 'cut, rake and bind;' of the 
LJliputiaa forests of tall silky flax-stems ; of the yello w-eom, 
so delightful to husk at night, with a barn-floor full of 
g^rls and boys, waiting joyfully amidst the sweet 'husky' 
odors for the subsidence of the big ' heap,' that they 
may partake of the repast of pies and cakes and sweet 
cider that is spread 'in the house.' All these various 
laboiB ' in due season ' fi^ight the vessels which you see 
tending to the vast metropolis ; some in the fai' distance, 
some huddled close together, some wide apart, but all 
making for one port ; while there, in the great t«wn before 
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you, men and 'prentice-boys in dingy shirt-sleeves, at 
liours when the fatmecs, fheir ' patrons,' are in bed, ' ply 
their busy tools of trade;' eabiuet-makers are sending off 
furniture ; druggists are arming country practitioners with 
'engines of destruction' against tlie 'great enemy' — or 
their patients ; hardware dealers are sending out pots, 
kettles, and pans, for ' stewing, baking and boiling ' in far 
western wilds — and so forth ; which, in. connection with 
general commerce, as dry-goods, tin-platea and spelter, 
groceries, hay, cutlery, 'grits' and 'shorts,' sarsaparilla, 
tui'pen tine-gum, putty, 'gin^hang' mot, codfish, hop, 
brads, boes-was, soft-shell almonds, gun-powder, osnaburgs, 
fustic, corks, madder, hackled hemp, dried beef, naJl-rods, 
staves and beading, varnish, and Eeandbeth's pills, consti- 
tute what is most usually supposed to compose the main 
elements of ' Political Economy ! ' 



Ii was a pleasant thing to read, in a late number of 
a metroplitan religious journal, an account of four clergy- 
men, of widely different denominations, meeting weekly 
at each other's houses, in a New-England village, for 
religious communion and prayer. The liberal Christian 
spirit which prompted this act did not exist formerly in 
that section, nor indeed any section, of the Union ; and we 
hail its appearance with sincere pleasura ' Other sheep I 
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have,' said our Saviodb, ' which ai* not of tMs fold ; them 
also I must bring, and they shall hear my voice ; and liere 
shall" be one fold and one shepherd.' Why should they, 
who profess to lead and point the way to heaven, dwell 
upon mere differences of doctrine, which, touch neither the 
heart nor the life ? Let them rather say, looking up to a 
eoiumon Redeemer : 

'O Csncoiim I we sliarc tfiy orosa. 

We die Tm fiefltt to liyo Tar life, 
And rise wltb Tebe agsln.' 



L ^& ^ Beminiicence of Boyhood' was a positive 

treat. Well do we remember the ' JSxeeution. of the 
Ground-Mice^ as performed by ' Ollapod ' and the writei' 
hereof, when wo were ' wee things.' Tiie piisoners were 
caught in the act of thefb, tinder a ' shock' of cut-corn, 
after an ineffeetual attempt at escape, and were coniined in 
a square stone prison, 'dig;ged i' the earth' of the meadow. 
We slept but little the first night of their confinement; we 
thought of them during the night-watches, and talked of 
them, as Giant Despair talked with his wife of Chbistian 
and Hopeful, shut up in Donbting- Castle. In the morn- 
ing we visited the prison betimes, and fed the 'plaintilfe' 
and 'examinationed ' them as well as Dogs bret himself 
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oould have done. "We eontiiiueil to visit them for several 
days aftei'ward ; and their bearing evincing no penitence, 
they were condemned to be hung, and a day was a:ppointed 
for tteif execution. We bad seen a model of a gallows on 
the cover of the ' Stohy or Ambrose Gwinbtt,' and ' Ol- 
LAPOD ' constructed a very secure ' institution ' of that 
kind ; and wben the fatal morning anived, with all due 
privacy the culpi'ifs were brought forth, the thread of 
death which was to clip the thread of their lives being 
round their necta. They were addressed in moving terms 
by Ollapod, and assured that all hope of I'eprieve was 
ridiculous ; it could not be thought of by the ' authorities' 
for a moment ' They must prepare to mount the scaf- 
fold ! ' They walked, ' supported ' partly by the ' rope ' 
around their necks, with firm hind-legs, up the ladder, and 
the 'fatal cord ' was adjusted to the transverse beam. It 
was a moment to be remembered. At a agnal given by 
the jotter-down hereof, the trap-door fell, and they were 
launched into — libei-ty ! For the thread hroke, and the 
' wretched culprits ' were soon safe in the long grass of the 
meadow. It was a narrow escape for 'em ! 



Wb passed an hour in the Sing-Sing State-Prison the 
other day ; and while regaiding with irresistible sympathy 
the wretched inmates, we could not help thinking how 
2* 
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little, after all, of the actual suffering of imprisonment is 
appai'ent to the visitor. TLe ceaseless toil, the coaise fare, 
the solemn silence, the averted look, the yellow-whito palor, 
of the convict ; his narrow cell, with its scanty furniture, 
his haiii! couch ; these indeed ace ' visible to the naked eye.' 
Yet do but think of the demon Thoooht that must 'eat 
up his heart' during tlie long and inconceivably dismal 
hours which he paases'tliere in darkness, in silence, and 
alone ! Think of the f^irtm'es he must endure from the 
ravages of that pleasantest friend but most terrible enemy. 
Imagination ! Oh, the height, the depth, the length and 
breadth, of a sensitive captive's sorrow ! As wo came 
away from the gloomy scene, we passed on a hill, within 
the domain of the guard, the Prison Potter's-Field, where 
lie, undistinguished by head-stone or any other mai'k, the 
bones of those who had little else to lay there, when their 
life of suffering was ended. There sleeps Monroe 'Ed- 
WARD8, whose downward fate we had marked in successive 

We first saw him when on his tiial; a, handsome, 
well-dressed, b!ack- whiskered, seemitiff self-possessed person, 
with the thin varnish of a gentleman, and an effront*irj 
that nothing could daunt. Again we saw him, while hold- 
ing court with courtezans at the door of his cell, at 'The 
Tombs,' the day before he left for Sing-Sing ; clad in his 
morning-gown, with luxurious whiskers, and the n 
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of a pseud o-piiiioe I'eceiving tlio honors of sL am -subjects. 
The next time we saw him he was clad in coarsest 'felon- 
stripe;' his head was sheared to the skull ; his whiskera 
were no mofe ; a dark frown was on his brow ; his cheeks 
were pale, and his lips were compressed with an expression 
of remorse, rage and despair. Never shall we forget that 
look ! He had a little while before been endeavoring to 
escape, and had been punished by fifty lashes with a cat-o'- 
nine-tails ; four hundi'ed and fifty stripes on the naked 

Onee again we saw him, after the lapse of many 
months. Time and suffering had done their work upon 
him. His once-erect frame was bowed ; his head was quite 
bald at the top, and its scanty bordering-hair had become 
gray. And tlius he gi'adually declined to his melancholy 
'west of life,' until he reached his last hour; dying in an 
agony of terror; gnawing his emaciated fingers, to con- 
vince himself that he was still living; that the appalhng 
change from life to death had not yet actually taken place ! 
And now he sleeps in a felon's grave, with no record of 
his name or fate. Is not the way of the transgressor 
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We are reminded by these quaint stanzas, from 'Tiie 
Chiistmas Ordinary,' of a circumstance mentioned to us 
by au old bank-notary of this town. He says that he has 
seldom presented a notice of protest, to a large amount, 
wherein he did not find the delinquent smoking a cigar. 
The bankrupt had made up his mind to tte dread alternative 
of failing, and his chief solace was the fumes of the nai'- 
cotic weed. Sudi a. philoaophei'it was, who, when our notary 
presented him with ihe protest of a note for twenty thou- 
sand dollars, with tlie salvo, that 'he presumed it was a 
mistake, or an oversight,' replied, ' Oh, no ; no mistake ; 
it's a reg'laJ- bu'st ! 

' Yon mnrky cloud is foul with rain ' that hei'e at Pier- 
mont we see rolling slowly over the hills that environ 
Sleepy-Hollow, on the other side of the river. Even while 
we watch it, it begins to shak t skirts, and to sift down 
iipon the fading 1 nd ap t. siiperfliix of shower.' 
Looldng at this, we nn t } oo e but think of a memo- 
rable excursion wh h the te hereof once made with 
Gbofpbsy Crayon th ough the wizzard region of Sleepy- 
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Hollow, a iieiglibOThood which his own pen had made 
world-widu famous. The morning had been thunderous 
and showery ; iior did it entirely bngiten up until the re- 
moval of the fii'st champagne-cork at the hospitable table 
of ' Sunnyside ;' alwa}^ a precursor, as the host remarked, 
of 'pleasant weather about ttis time.' After dinner, pre- 
ceded by the ladies of the household and anothei' guest 
in the family-carriage, Mr. Crayon, in a light open wagon, 
'tooled' the 'Old Knick' over the high eastern hills that 
enclose the sheltered valley where in their day lived and 
flourished old Baltus Van Tassel, and his blooming 
daughter Katrine. T!ie sun came out between the pearl- 
colored opaque clouds ; the birds began to sing in the 
trees; a boboUnfe was 'rising and sinking on a long 
flaunting weed' in an adjoining field ; and every thing in 
nature was bright and smiling. Now it came to pass, how- 
beit, that when, beguiling the way with much remember- 
able converse, we came to the brow of the last bill that 
h J y of the 
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insomuch that Mr. Crayon wheeled suddenly mto an angle 
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of a rail-fence tliat skilled an umbrageous grove, dis- 
mounted, clambered over, and took shelter under an adja- 
cent tree, holding ovei' bis bead meanwhile the cnabioned 
wagon-seat, adown which, as from a spout, the rain poured 
from his back. ' Why don't you come under here, and be 
comfortably housed, as / am V asked the Sleepy-Hollow 
historian, with amusing mock gravity : ' Whereto thus 
then ' * Old Knick :' ' Dare n't do it, dear Sir ; 'fraid of tlie 
lightning, now playing about us; had a near relation 
once struck with the 'electric fluid' (the kind always men- 
tioned by country newspapers as the most fata!) while 
standing under a tree; came near dying — but didn't.' 
'Oh!' answered Mr. Crayon, 'that alters the ease : 'it 
runs in the family, eh P 

Well, we!!; the idea of lightning 'nuining in a fam- 
ily;' the odd appearance of the speaker, with his in- 
verted leatliem cushion on his head, under which he 
looked hko a Roman beneatli bis tortoise-sheli shield; 
the after excursion through the valley, with all that we 
saw and beard by the way ; the appearance of a satu- 
rated guest about the hearth of 'Sunnyside' that night, 
clad in roomy habiliments of the host; all tliese manifold 
recollections have arisen in about the space of a minute. 

' Cur'ous' and very pleasant are the matters lodged in 
the tliousand cells of memory I 
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' Thoughts on Death ' are well intended, but they do 
not contain any thing very original. This is the only sub- 
ject upon wliicfi every body speaks and ■writes without a 
possibility of having experienced what they undertake to 
discuss. Certainly it is an awful moment when the last 
flutter expires on the lips ; when the incomprehensible soul 
solves the solemn secrets of nature, and blends the past, 
the present and the future together. 'If death,' says an 
old autior, ' puts an end to the enjoyment of some, it ter- 
minates the sufferings of all. I care not what becomes of 
this frail bark of my flesh, so I but save the passenger.' 
When ' gray hairs besnow the brow, and gi'ayer thoughts the 
heart,' how many there are, as they lay their heads nightr 
ly upon their pillows, who could wish that the slumbers 
which fall around their heads were the forerunners of that 
sleep which shall restore th.eir borrowed powere to their 
original non-exist«nce ! They have come to consider life 
as but a momentary convulsion between two tranquil eter- 
nities ; an. avenue to death, as death is the gate that opens 
to a new and enduring life. 'Ever close by tlie gate of 
the tomb,' says the thoughtful TkufblsdrOokh, 'Hook 
upon the hostile armaments and pains and penalties of 
tyrannous life, placidly enough, and listen to its loudest 
threatenings with a still smile.' The world is a prison, out 
of which many arS daily selected for execution ; 
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"Wto does not sometimes 'think on tliese Lliingal' 
Who does not, in Lis ttotiglitful horn's, at summei' even- 
tide, when the great sun has gone down tJie glowing west, 
or in the still nighfrwalches, or on awakening in the serene 
morning, call to mind the solemn truth, that 'we must aU 
lie down alike in the dust, and the worms shall cover us ? ' 
But 'the shortest life is long enough if it lead to a better, 
and tho longest life is too short if it do not.' 



^ Sitting for a Po)tiati !■> an old subject not \fij 
fehutousjy hindlti! 'Speaking of poifiaits' there is a, 
very good stcrj told of Tahms tiie painter whuJi we 
think will he new to man\ of oui leiieis When ijia 
bacchaii xlian jrcpeiisites had. rendered him rather in 
unequll if not an iinaife arbst, ho wt( emplojed lya 
gentleman in a Southern city to piint his wife a miracle 
of plainness, under the stipulafion that a pint of wine at 
a smgls sitting must be the extent of his pctations 
Jarvio assent*] and m due time jrj lured a peifect fac 
simile of the hdy On exhibiting it to the husband, he 
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aeemed disappointed. It was too literal a transci'ipt of the 
original. ' Couldn't yon have given it,' said he to the 
paintflr, ' a little less — — ~ that is, couldn't jou give it 

note a little more ■ .' 'If you expect ma,' interposed 

Jauvis, seeing the husband's drift at once, 'if you expect 
me to make a handsome portrait of your ivife, I must 
have more than a pint of wine at a sitting ! I couldn't 
get up imagination enough to mate her even good-look- 
ing, under a, quart at the very least !' The gentleman 
' left the presence.' 

We are not, as a general fact, a believer in ghosts ; but 
the following circumstances will, we tiiink, stagger the 
incredulous reader, as we confess it sta^ei'ed us. ITie 
relator, when a boy, lived in the country. While some- 
where in bis early 'teens, he was sent by his father, on a 
dim half-moon shiny November evening, to accompany a 
young gii'I, the daughter of a distant neighbor, to her 
home. The load in one place led along the side of a 
stone wall, which suiTouiided a graveyard in a sparse 
grove, on a breezy eminence, about half-way to their place 
of destination. Having company, he thought little of the 
grave-yard, until he aiTived opposite to it, on his return 
alone. He was a brave lad ; but his heart beat thick and 
fast when his progress was suddenly an'ested by a pro- 
longed groan, proceeding from the ' place of graves.' His 
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first tJiought was to run ; the Best, that his father's old 
negro-man 'Jake,' who was up to all sorts of practical 
jokes, had got into the grave-yard, on purpose to frighten 
him, as he came along back This idea put him upon his 
mettle. He picted up three or four ' rocis,' as they say 
at the South, and clamhered up on the wall. Looking 
down npon the field of irregular tomb-stones, some rising 
high in the feint moonlight, and others shrinking away in 
shadow, he called out : ' You can't come it Jake ! 1 
know you 1 And if you do that ag^in, V\\ fix your black 
flint for you ! I've got some stones here, and I'll make 
you feel 'em, you blasted Digger ! ' But there was no 
response ; only a deep gi-oan. Be foi'thwitli dlspatohed a 
'rock' in the direction whence tie sound proceeded. 
Nothing moved — not a sound was heard. ' Now he done, 
Jake 1 ' exclaimed the now slightly tenified hoy, ' or I'll 
throw again : these stones mill kill you in a minute, if 
they hit you ! ' The answer to this threat was an agoniz- 
ing sound, something between a groan and a long sub- 
dued howl ; the unearthly voice ending in a trembling 
cadence, as though there bad a 

' A GnsT of ivina aterie up Ijfbind, 
And whistled through llio bones' 

of some poor ghost, shaking with the cold of a November 
night; but there was no other reply. On looking more 
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closely, however, the trembling lad distinctly saw a body, 
all in white, lying between two graves, not fer off, and 
beckoning to him with long, attenuate arms, and ooca- 
aioal groaning in spirit, as a spirit would naturaJly do, 
' "Well, who's afraid S ' reasoned the lad ; ' if it is a ghost, 
it can't hurt ?»e; if it ain'i a ghost, blast the critter ! lean 
hurt him — and I wilU' He now jumped down from the 
wall, and advanced to the spot; and tiere he found, 
sprawling on her back, between two grave-hillocks, her 
head twisted round against the inner-side of one of the 
marble head-stones, hu father's old while mare! She 
liad met with a sad accident while wandering among the 
tombs, and cropping the fiill-growth of timothy and clover 
' which grew thereby.' Sh halt lien olid uf n 

her back between two gi e^ nl was u abl to is 
lie secret was now out. He ha 1 ften hea d the d 
tresaing groans of a horse i p n, and w h w eas ly he 
had mistaken the slow-mo legs of Old Wh te fo 

the beckoning of ghostly hands. 



We have seen, and read of, some ' cool' things in our 
day, but the following, which we derive from an esteemed 
and always entertaining correspondent, is positively ' iced.' 
A young lawyer got his first note for collection. It was 
gainst a country customer ; so he sat down and wrote 
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him a letter, in. due form, advising him that his note was 
left for coliection, ttat it ' tad run a Jong time,' and re- 
quired immediate attentioa to ' save costs.' In about ten 
days ho received this answer ; 

' Valley Furies, Notisinher IS, 1849. 

' F, T. H,, Esq. : Dkab Sia : I I'eeelved jour polite note of the 
fifth instflnt tJiis day. It was directed to the post-office at Fi'ee- 
town. The mdil comes fi-om your ■village to Tompkmaville every 
day by the eiage, which iiins from youi- plate to Owego, ]eHviiig 
your village at as o'olook ia the forenoon. From Tomptinsville 
there is a mail every other day to Freetown, and also to Talley 
Fotka. From thence there ia a cros-mail ai'ouud the hills throngh 
the lower towns in thia county to our place once a week, but the 
poat-mastera on that route can't read very well, and aometjmea 
keep a letter over one mail to apell out the dhectioQ. By direct- 
ing your letters to this office, where I get nny papera, I should get 
them generally in about tJiree days after yoa mail them, and about 
a week or ten days soonei- than if directed to Fi'cetowu ; which 
delay might, in aorae cases, be of oonadecable consequence. I 
hope, my dear Sir, you will not suffer any inconvenience fram it 
thia time ; but I thought it best, as you seemed a little ignorant of 
the geography of thia pai't of the country, to give you thia infor- 
mation, that you might in futui-e know how to direct fo, dear Sir, 
' Youra reBpectfally, 

' John Calkins, 

'P. S. — Asfo that nofj;: you say ' it has run a long tJme,' I 
can only say, as the boy said of the molaase^ ' Let her run I ' 

It stiites us that it would be rather sharp practice fo 
coinplaint on that customer I 
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Karb little 'plants' for the imiuoilar gardens and 
groves of the 'better land' are children ! How continually 
we ' oldsters ' go back to our earliest days ! Take up, 
over youi' morning roeal, a daily journal, and running your 
eye, faint-readjngly, along what may interest you pleasantly, 
perhapa exultantly, you casually glance {in passing most 
likely to some other department of the paper which has 
also au especial charm for you) at the deaths. There is 
recorded the demise of a metropolitan merchant. You 
knew him, when, a boy, in the country ; you knew him 
also, when, rising by regular steps, from a toiling clerk to 
an eminent master of scores of such as be himself had been, 
he walked a monarch in the mart of trade, and his voice 
was potent araong ' multitudes of men commercing.' You 
read, that on such a day, amidst the crowded thorough- 
feres of tbe town in which he had lived so long, he died. 
Perhaps jouhad not even missed him from the crowded 
streets ; yet he died ; and you remark, in the notice of his 
funeral, that ' his remains are to be taten, by the evening 

boat, or cai's, to for intcrmenL' Ah ! yes ; is 

a small hamlet ; far removed fiom the restless din, the 
ceaseless tm-moil, of the great city, where your friend's 
gainful and active life has been passed ; but there, there at 
the old homestead, lies in 'cold obstruction' an aged 
and honored father ; there rests the ' mother who looked 
on his childhood, who smoothed hia pillow, and adminis- 
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tered to liia Iielpleasneas ; ' a sister, tenderly beloved, sleeps 
there ; a fair flower, nipped too early by the untimely 
frosta of deatb ; there too is buried a brother, whose place 
was never, never supplied ; and there would he rest ; there, 
while the slow-counted houre of illness were notching the 
progress of his earthly decline, he turned ever his thoughts 
of final repose. He knew he was soon going to renew the 
childhood of his sonl in the undiscovered country ; and he 
would rise, at the last great day, to the conscionsneas of a 
new existence, on the very spot where Uod first breathed 
into his earthly body the breath of life, and he became a 
living soul. We hegan this, to inti'oduce an amusing 
anecdote of a child ; but we could n't do it. 



A FRIEND tells us a good story of a Yankee cloek-pedler 
down south, which, among other things, may perhap ac- 
count for the peculiar favor with which that class of che- 
valiers are regarded in that region. He took with iim, in 
a long Connecticut covered-wagon, forty clocks, and sold 
and ' put 'em up' along the countiy, in one direction, war- 
ranting them to keep ' fust-rate time.' He exhausted his 
supply, with but a single exception ; and then, with un- 
paralleled assurance, he turned about and retraced his 
course. The last person to whom he had sold a clock 
hailed him as he was going by : 'Look o' here, stranger. 
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that clock you sold me ain't worth a continental cuss. 
T wont go at all !' ' You don't say so ! Then you must 
ha' got it, Square ! See, the feet is, I find by my numhera 
that there was one o' my clocks — I had forty on 'em when 
I fust sot out — that I am a leetle afraid on: it was con- 
demned to- hum 'fore I come away; but some how or 
'nother it got put into the wagon. What's the number o' 
your clock, Square ? ' ' Fourteen thousand and one,' re- 
plied his victim. ' That's jest the blasted thing ! ' exclaimed 
the pedler. ' Til chang' with yeon ; yeOii take my last 
one, and I'll take this hum. The works is good, I guess ; 
on'y want fixin' a leetle.' The exchange was made : and 
all along the road the pedler was similarly arrested by his 
dupes, who were similarly duped in return. He took every 
successive bad dock to his next customer, and received 
another bad clock for the next. And this was mentioned 
and laughed at as ' Yankee 'cuteneaa.' It strikes us for- 
cibly, however, that ' swindling,' of the meanest kind, 
would be a more appropiiato designation for such a trans- 



Walkingi over the hills to-day, at the Ferry of Dobb, 
that looks down.. upon the broad Tappaan Ze&, and the dis- 
tant shores of the lordly Hudson, holding ' Young Knioe.'s 
little brown hand in ours, as we traversed the faintJy-fadJng 
fields, we began to meditate upon why it is, that even the 
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precursors of Autumn are :• ftiel-incholy The wmd tas a 
different sound in tlie ti'ces it siffhs as £U1 appioaches, 
and the leaves respond but slightly to ita m st fervent 
kiss ; moreover, there is a hushed silence in the iir wHch 
belongs not to Summer. And these oitwird thmgs he^et 
an irreaistihle inward sadness and as we walked, these 
linea of TEBNYson came to mind : 

' Teaes, lilto taaia, I fcno.v not wbat Ihoy mean. 
TesTB from the depth of Bome dlvlns despair, 
Ei36 io the Iisart and gallier to the eyes, 
In looking on the Ming antitmn Qel^ 

There are no two sadder words in the English language 
than these ; 'no more- — -no more !' 



A LADY-FRIEND, not a thousand miles from Gotham, 
relates the following, which has stnick us, rightly con- 
sidered, aa possessing an element of the patietic in no or- 
dinary degree. An old horse, that had served his master 
faithfully for some twenty-five years, was sold to a drover 
from one of tlie little Long-Island Sound villages near 
New-Haven, and taken to that pleasant town for shipment 
to the West Indies. As the old fellow went away, in new 
hands, he seemed to have a kind of instinctive presentiment 
that he was to return no more. He cast ' many a longing, 
lingering look behinci,' and whinnied his apprehensions so 
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affectingly, that liia old owner almost relented, and but for 
seenuDg childish, he would have followed and revoked the 
bai-gain, a course which his children, who were watching 
the old horse depart, strenuously urged him to adopt. He 
disappeared, however, with hia new master, and booh after, 
in company with a large drove of other hoi'ses, he was 
placed on board a vessel, which, one afteraoon in March, 
set sail from New-Haven for the West Indies. The veesel 
had hardly reached the open Sound, at night-fall, before a 
storm began to ' brew,' which by nine o'clock became so 
violent that the safety of the ship, captain and crew, was 
placed in imminent jeopardy. The craft labored so heavily 
that it was found necesary to throw over much of the live 
freight, which, greatly encumbered tie deck. The oldest 
and least valuable horses were selected, and among them 
was our four-Icgged ' hero.' The stormy watere of the 
Sound received the poor old fellow ; but his 'destiny' was 
not yet to be fulfilled. The shore, which the vessel had 
' hugged' in the tempest, was only three miles distant, and 
this, with more than ' superhuman effort,' he was enabled 
to reach. That vciy night his old master was awakened 
by the familiar ' whinnying' of his faithtul beast, ovei' the 
long-accustomed door-yard gate; saying, like the old 'ga- 
fhe Scottish song, 
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The faniiliai' sound came like Uie voice of Nat. Lee's 
'spirit-hoi-se,' as desci-ibed byDAtrA in ' The Buccaniei's,' to 
that remorseful master. He did ' get up,' and led the 
old Bf«ed into hia wonted stall, which he thereafter occupied 
undisturbed until Lis death. With an itneiring instinct, 
tliat animal had travelled twenty-two miles, after reaching 
the shore, before he arrived at the door of his old master. 
' I shall never sell another old horse,' said the original nar- 
rator of tliis story to our friend, ' the longest day I live !' 



It will be some time, if not longer, before we shall 
awaken the echoes of our quiet sanctum with a laugh so 
irrepressible as a guffaw which has just escaped us, at a 
mercantile anecdote inimitably related by a German friend. 
An old fellow living at Frankfort-on-the-Main, sent to a 
buainess-con-espondent at Frankfort-on- the- Oder, a lai'ge 
consignment of cotton stock.ings, and at the same time, to 
another correspondent in the same place, an equally large 
consignment of cotton nightcaps, the product of his own 
manufitctory. He wrote to each the price at which they 
were to sell, but the sum designated was found to be too 
large, of which fact they took occasion to inform him. He 
yielded a little in his dcinand, hut still there were no offers 
for his fabrics. Again he writes, in reply to other letters 
of his correspondents, naming a yet smaller amount ; but 
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weeks elapse, and still no sale. At length he writes to 
each correspondent to make some disposition of his manu- 
factures ; if thej can't get money for them, at least to ex- 
change them, no matter at what reasonable sacrifice, for 
any other goods. Under these instructioEs, the stocking- 
factor calls upon the uightroap agent, hoth unknown to 
each other in connection with their principal, and ' names 
his views ;' he wishes to exchange a lot of supeiior cotton 
stoclrings for some other goods ; he is not particular what 
kind, as the transaction is for a friend, who is desirous of 
' closing his stock.' The man at fiiBt can tliinlc of notliing 
which he wo Id 1 ke t e\cl ange fo so It. ge a supply of 
stocking hut t le gtJ a b gl L thougl t st kes him. 
' I have a I 1 e a con gnment t cotto n gl t-caps 
from an old c ponJent vh h I sh'ill n t ubje t to ex- 
change fo TO r tock ngs The I ar^^a n n as soon closed. 
Th t kmg factor wrote back at once that he had at 
1 gth b bled to comply with the instinctions of his 

prm p I H had exchanged his stockings fov ' a supe- 
n 'ul 1 f night-cap,' in an equal quantity, which he 
was IS d w re likely to be much in demand before a 
great while I 

The next day came a letter from the nighfc-eap agent, 
announcing his success, and appended to the letter was 
a big bill for commissions ! As Ybllowplush would sav, 
' Fanzy that gent's feelinks ! ' 



d^vGoogle 



We su^ested, not long since, that a simpliflcatjon of 
the nonienclatiu'© of the law would not be amiss; and we 
ventured to offer a few argiimenta in support of that posi- 
tion. We are quite of the opinion ttat a similar simplifi- 
cation of Medical Nomendatwre would prove of service 
to tlie masses. We have sometimes seen the necessity of 
this very ludicrously illustrated. Veiy much confounded 
was our friend Doctor Doanb, a few years since, by a re- 
mark of one of hia patienta. The day previous, tlie Doctor 
had presciitied that safe and palatable remedy, the ' sjrap 
of birch-thorn,' and had left his prescription duly written 
in the usual cabalistic characters : ' Syr. Shane. Calh.^ 
Od enquiring if the patient had taken the medicine, a 
tliunder-cloud darkened her face ; lightning flashed from 
her eyes ; and she roared out : ' No 1 I can read your 
doctor-wnting — and I aint a-goin to take the Syrup of 
ItaTn-Cats for any body under God's heaven ! ' 'Hence 
we view the great necessity there is' of a material change 
in our medical nomenclature. 
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SUMBER TWO. 



MANY readei's will remember Mrs. Kirkland's story 
in her 'iVfw Home^ of the Michigan stage-driver, 
who ' drew rein' in a violent autumnistorm at the gate of 
oneof tha far-scattered cabins of a western forest,into which 
he ran, leaving his passengers, a burly Englishman arid 
two queniloua, ' stuck-up ' daughters, to follow him, as 
beet they might. The doughty John Bull came in after 
him, leading hia daughter, with rueful faces and sadly be- 
draggled skirts, all thi'ee looking gi'outy and glum enough. 
' I say,' aaid the Englishman to the driver, who had en- 
sconced himself in a warm and cozy seat by the fire, ' 1 
say, that luggage ought to be brought in, ye kno'.' ' Wal, 
/should think so, tew. If 't was mine, /should bring it 
in, any how. 'T may get sp'ilet' -'Wei!, fellow, why 



d^vGoogle 



54 An Ikdetendent Driveh. 

doiit you bring it in ! ' ' Why don't I bring it in ? ' said 
the other, slowly and with an unmistakable sneer ; ' why, 
I aint youv servant, he I ? Guess not : that's a berry that 
don't grow on the buskes about tHese djg^in's, I drive 
you. Square, and I don't do nothin' else ! ' This incident 
came to mind a few moments ago, on heai'ing a friend 
relate the following anecdote. Ho said, that soon after the 
revolutionary war, a brave Yankee officer, a former captain 
in the service, happened to he at St. Petersburg, in Russia, 
and while there was invited to dine at the table of a dis- 
tinguished merchant. There was a large number of guests 
at the table, and among the rest an English lady, who was 
anxious to appear as one of the 'knowing ones.' On 
understanding that an American was sitting near her, she 
■expressed to one of her friends a determination to quiz him. 
She fastened upon him like a tigress, making numerous 
inquiries touching our habits, customs, dress, manners, 
modes of life, education, amusements, etc. To all these 
quelle the officer gave courteous answers, which seemed 
to satisfy all the company with the exception of the lady 
herself. She was determined not to be satisfied, and went 
on : ' Have the rich people in your country any can-iages S 
— for I suppose there are some who call themselves rich.' 
' My residence,' replied the captain, ' is in a small town 
upon an island, where there are but few carriages kept; 
but in the larger towns and dties on the main land there 
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are quite a numl>er maintiuned, suited to our repuijlicau 
manners.' ' Indeed ! ! ' replied his fair questioner, in a 
tone that mas both interrogative and exclamatory : ' I can't 
fency where you find eoackmen : I should n't think the 
Americans knew how to drive a coach.' ' We find no dif- 
ficulty on that account, Madam,' eaimly rejoined the cap- 
tain ; ' we can have plenty ot diivers by sending to England 
for them.' ' To England '' exclaimed the lady, speaking 
very quickly ; ' I think the Americans ought to drive the 
English, instead of tl:e English duvmg the Americans.' 
' We did, Madam, in the late war,' lejuined the officer ; 
' but since the peace, wo have permitted the English to 
drive us I ' There was no more ' quizzing ' of our American 
during the dinner. He waited in vain, like Sam Wellbr 
in ' Barbell vs. Piokwiok,' for the next question. 



' The sea is His, and He made it ! ' Now there is 
conveyed in this sentence, to our poor conception at least, 
a kind of mysterious sublimity; and we never stand by 
the solemn shore of the gi'eat ocean, without hearing in 
eveiy wave that, as it rolls pouring onward and expanding 
side-wise, breaks at (lie ends of its emerald cylinder into a 
musical foam, without taking up the burthen of that per- 
vading Voice, and exdainiing, ' The sea is His, and He 
niade it ! ' And it is pleasurable to think that this impres- 
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sioa, if not general, is at least not uncommon. We have 
remarked, with unwonted sympathy, in Dickekb's last 
story, how the waves, 'hoarse with the repetition of their 
mystery,' affect his heroine, as they roll the dank sea-weed 
at her feet, while she stands by the resounding shore. 
Even thus, too, had they awakened a vague yet sublime 
sense of the ' Infinite and the Eternal' in the minds of 
Florence and her ' little brother, gone home to God.' 
What thoughts of the departed, what spirits of the Past, 
what dim foreshadowings of the Future, are evoked by the 
sight of the illimitable ocean, and the ' voice of all his 
waves I ' Tennyson, in a few brief lines, which we have 
repeated alone on the sesr-shore, we know not how often, 
touches this chord, whose vibrations are so melodious to 
the soul ; 



That he 3ing3 in hia b 



And tlie Boimd of a < 
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The Dog and t 



Thbbk was much aiirroiinding caohination where this 
eircumstanM was mentioned the other evening : A man 
who was 'aomedele' fond of lobsters, was wistfully r^ard- 
ing a basket of them in the market, with his dog hy his 
aide, while another hy-stander was sticking the end of his 
cane into one of the disengaged claws of a big fellow at 
the top. ' now he does hold on ! ' said the man witi. tbe 
cane. ' Yes,' responded the man with the dog, ' but it 'b 
because he 'dents tlie cane, and his daws won't slip on tie 
wood. But he could n't hold on to a critter, or you or 
I, in that way. When he feels any tMng givin\ a lobster 
always stops pinchin'.' ' Guess mo(,' said the owner of the 
basket : ' you put your dog's tail in that tiere claw, and 
you 'Q see whether he '11 hold on to 't or not.' No sooner 
said than done : the lobster-lover lifted up his dog, dropped 
his tail into the open daw, which dosed instaiiter, and the 
dog, 'as smit by sudden pain,' ran off howling, at the top 
of his speed. ' Hello ! ' exdaimed the owner, ' whistle 
back your dog: d — n him! he 's runnin' off with the 
lobster!'. 'Whistle back your ^6s(er.'' rejoined the other; 
' that dog aint coming back ; that dog 's in pain. I can't 
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git him to come uear me wlien lie 'a in pain.' That hu- 
maue citizen diDed that day upon as fine a lohster as there 
was in that basket, ' auy how ! ' 

Thehe is an affecting passage in one of the letters of 
Mrs. Obaut of Laggan, recently published, describing the 
death of Mrs. Bbuntob, author of ' Self-Oontrol,' ' Disci- 
pline,' etc. Being for a long time without o^pring, she 
signalized herself by her tender care of the forlorn and 
helpless children of others. At length, after being nineteen 
yeara married, her only earthly wish seemed about to he 
granted. ' Why,' says Mrs. Grant, ' should I tell you of 
our hopes and joys on this occasion ! After tliree days of 
great suffering, she gave birth to a still-born child. She in- 
sisted on seeing it, held ila little hand, and s^d, ' The feel- 
ing this hand has caused to my heart will never leave it.' 
Shortly after a relative came in, and spoke tenderly of her 
loss, ' There was nothing so dear to me as my child,' she 
replied, ' and I make my Sayioub welcome to it.' She 
' sorrowed most of all,' as she lay on her death-bed, for her 
bereaved husband ; thinking sadly with the tender English 

' liAt.F a,\M I bear, metliiokB, lo leave this earH, 
And tliee, more loved aim augbt beneath the enn, 
If 1 had Uvea to smfle but on the life 
Of oDe deiu* pledge ; oud alijJl there Then be noae 

To cliiap th J neck, and loot r«embling me V ■ 
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The ' Lay of tlie Fump,' in all its Ihoaffkls is a rank 
plagiai'ism from Hawthorke's admirable ' Eill from the 
Town-Piimp.' The author may really bo, for aught we 
know, what he claims to be, a ' Temperance Man. ;' but he 
is a thief, notwithstanding. By the by, speaking of pumps, 
there is a very mysterious contrivance of this sort in the 
village of Cherry -Valley. When the good citizens are 
pumping it, it utters a sort of subdued screech, that seems 
to be a cross between the guttural caterwaul of an enraged 
grimalkin and the opening bray of a donkey. We heai'd 
it Uitee or four times with increasing amazement ; and at 
length ventured to ask of a by-stander, who was watching 
the !^chfieid cohorts winding their way down ' White's 
Hill ' into the village, ' In the name of Discord, friend, is 
that a pump or a jadi-asE V ' It 's a pump, I guess ; 
though it doos sound something like a jack, tbat 's sartin.' 
Our informant was a singular-looking genius. He had a 
jolly, twinkling eye, a broad-biiramed, low-crowned old 
hat, a nose that turned under instead of up, and a face 
that lauglted in every line of its surface. He wore, more- 
over, what we had often heai'd of, but had never seen be- 
fore, a pair of leaUier-rimmed spectacles, with round blue- 
green glasses, as if cut from a coarse window-pane. ' We 
had a curious jack,' he continued, ' down in our town. He 
belonged to a teriible obstinate man, who kept him in a lot 
back o' the meetin'-house. Every Sunday, when the bosses 
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was druT imder tlie shed along the hack-ecnd o' tHe meetin'- 
house, that tarnal jack would begin to bray, and keep it up 
all sermon-time. In aiiramer, when lie windows was open, 
you could n't hear nothin' e!se,sca3ely. Tlie man that owned 
him hated tie minister as be did pizen, and he would n't 
put the blasted critter into any other lot, out o' clear spite. 
But the folks could n't stand it ; and one day one of the 
deacon's sons catched the jack, and putting a knife up his 
nose, cut out a piece of the dmAirC-ffrissle, about the size 
of a dollar, so 's to prevent hb braying any more ; and he 
did 'wi make a great deal o' noise while 't was g«ttin' well ; 
but when it healed, and he tried to play a bray on it, it 
made the awfuUest noise you ever heer'd ! It was a dif- 
ferent instrument altogether. At first goin'-off it was a 
tei'rible bray, hut it come out at the eend with the shrillest 
whistle you ever see ; sharper than a fife, and as loud as 
the scare-pipe of a locomotive ingine. It was tew lauch ; 
folks could n't bear it ; and a good many of the congrega- 
tion j'ined together, and went to buy ttie plaguy nuisance 
off. The owner laSfed when they called on him and told 
their business ; but they gi'n him his price, and put the 
noisy critter out o' the pale of the church ! ' 



We remember crossing to Hoboken one mellow autumn 
evening with an esteemed friend, one among the most 
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vigorous and popular of o Am n po L Th 
such a pomp of golden a 1 ma y ool d 1 ds n the 
track of tie setting-sun whdn senbf 

'Oh !' exclaimed our compa n what b a ttul wo 11 
thiaisl They tell us of th balmj a -a a 1th 1 dl 
skies' of Pai'adise ; then,' h add-d p tjn to th nfi 
nitely beautiful and glow w t th th y h t 

that there ; and what can a cen ho w th th t h r t 
clouds 3 How can we trulj ] p ate th 1 i,ht f th 
blessed sun wiAout them I Ani h w gl usly tl y 
illustrate the brightness f his beam It h ilw j 

seemed (o us that heaven should seldom be compared, in 
its ' physical features,' if we may so speak, with the earth ; 
but rather depicted as a place where the redeemed soul, in 
a new sphere of nighteousness and love, shall ' look for the 
restoration of the old ruined earth and heaven, from which 
beauty and life shall have departed, and from which 
planets and stars have vanished away.' And this, when 
the fires of the resurrection morning shall redden the last 
day, this shall be witnessed. ' These eyes,' says a rapt 
master of sacred song : 
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■V niJLND if OU13, iijouinin^ diiiing the pi'- 
in me of the fii rft ' ahoie-kvms' of M isaachusett & Baj 
waa not a littio amused one daj it the querulous com 
pl^inmga of one >i the oldest inh-ibitanta ' agiinst i«l 
loals, Ills expenence in whicli consisted in having seuu 
the end of on" laid out, ind At length the cam rumiTng 
npon iL Tikmg oit hi& old pipe, on a ple^ant siunmei 
afternoon, an! bokmg offupm the ccean, and the ahip"! 
far off and out at sea with the sun upon their sails, he said : 
' / don 't think much o' rail-roads ; they aint no kind o' 
justice into 'em. NeOw what kind o' justice is it, when 
rail-roa^ takes one man's upland and carts it oyer in 
wheel-ban'era onto another man's ma'sA / What kind o' 
'commodatJon be they 3 You can't go when you want to 
go ; you got to go when the bell rings, or the blasted 
noisy whistle blows. I tell yeOw it's payin' tew much for 
the whistle. Ef you live a leetle ways off the dee-pot, you 
got to pay to i^i to the rail-road ; and ef you want to go 
any wterea else 'cept just fo the eend on it, you got to 
pay to go a'ter you git there. What kind o' 'coramodation 
is (hat ? Goin' round the country tew, murderin' folks, 
runnitt' over cattle, sheep, and hogs, aiid settin' fire to 
bridges, and every now and then bumin' up the woods. 
Mrs. RoBBiNs, down to Cod-p'int, says, and she ought to 
know, for she 's a pious woman, and belongs to the lower 
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ohurch, slie said to me, no longer ago than day-'foie yestei'- 
day, that she'd lie cuss'd if she did n't know that they 
sometimes run over critters a-purpose — tliey did a likely 
Bhoat o' her'ii, and never paid for 't, 'cause they was a ' cor- 
poration ' they said. What kind o' 'commodation is that ? 
Besides: now I've lived here, clua to the dee-pot, ever 
aenee the road started to run, and seen 'em go out and 
come in ; but / never could see that they went so d — d 
fast, nuther ! ' Now here, it strikes us, is an individual 
example of the feeling which constituted the combined 
sentiment that has consigned the Michigan rail-i-oad con- 
spirators to a long and gloomy impiiaonment. 



A. ruAR little bright-eyed girl, of some five yeai's, who 
has been lying upon the fur-nig before tlie sanctum fire, 
suddenly pauses in her disjointed, innocent chat ; says 
' Little BLiHKEr has come to town,' and that her eyes are 
heavy ; creeps up to the paternal knee, and half asleep, 
repeats, very touchingly to us, we must say, and certainly 
in the most musical of all ' still small voices,' these lines, 
which a loving elder sister has taught her : 
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The prayer itself dies upon, her lips, in almost indis- 
tinct, sleepy murmurs ; only, when Kittt, who has come 
for her, is taking her away to the nursery, sKe says, half 



Happy Uiore with Theb to flwell I ■ 

Since little Joss went up stairs, we 've heen diinking 
of this, and because it interested us, we thought we would 
iot it down. 

TiiEHB are certain ' Humors of an Election ' that are 
worth watching hy a lover of the burlesque. ' I chal- 
lenge that man's vote I ' SMd a fellow with ' building ma- 
terials in his hat,' at an up-town poll last month. The 
person challenged lived in a piincely mansion in the 
middle of an entire square, which contained the original 
soil and the original trees of Manhattan Island. ' Loot o' 
here ' said the challenger, ' what street do you. live in 3 — 
what's tlie number of your house 1 ■ — -on which side of the 
street is it ? ' ' Ttere is no number on my house, and it is 
on neither side of the street.' ' I thought so ! Do n't 
know which side o' the street you live, and hain't got no 
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number onto your door 1 You can go home to your house, 
if you can find it ; you can't vote the Tig-whioket, nor no 
oticer ticket at this poll !' The challenger was walked out 
by the officers in attendance, and the last we saw of him, 
be Tvas looking up imder the hat of a friend, his body at a 
reeling angle forward, and trying to persuade him to go to 
a drmtiug-sbop near by, and get a ' scottle of B t h ale 1 
Speaking of challenging votes, a fiiend has ju t ent o d 
to us a clever anecdote of a trick served upoi a 1 alle ge 
by an English Quaker, several years ago, befo e the ty 
was divided into numerous election districts. I h llenge 
that man's vote : he is not a naturalized citizen,' said a 
rough-spoten individual to the quiet Friend in question, 
' Thee must hmw that I am, I think.' ' If you are a citizen, 
where 'a your papers ! We want your papers^ interposed 
the challenger. ' They are at my residenca' ' WeU, 
you 11 have to bring 'em 'fore yon can vote here.' The 
old gentleman went borne for his papers, but when be 
returned, the poUs were dosed. The next year party spirit 
ran veiy high, and the elections were bitterly contested ; 
and again the English Friend was challenged as before, by 
the same person, and for the same alleged cause. ' Wow 
thee does nH want me to go back t/iis year to my boliae 
for my papers, does thee? The* knows I came only a 
little too late with my papers last year. Does thee require 
me to bring them ac/ain P ' To be sure I do,' replied the 
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66 The True Hero. 

challenger: 'you can't vote till you show your papers,' 
'Well,' said the Quaker, with a faint smile on hia face, 'I 
thimght that perhajs thee might insist upon seeing them, 
and so I brought them with me this lime ! ' They were 
' all correct,' his vote was deposited, and as he turned 
round to go out, lie said to the discomfited challenger, 
'Fai'cwell, friend: thee had better luck last year 1' 



' There is an endearing tenderness,' says Washingtok 
Irving, ' in the love of a mother for her son, that tran- 
scends aH other affections of the heart.' We have just 
heard a touching illustratJon of the fact, that the !ove of a 
son for his mother may also transcend and swallow up all 
other affections, at a moment, too, when he might well be 
pardoned for remembering only his own great trials. 
Sgme two years ago, a young man, belonging to Phila- 
delphia, was returning by rail-coad to that city from the 
town of Reading, Pennsylvania. By an accident which 
happened to the train as it was approaching town, and 
while he was standing upon the platform, he was thrown 
off, and fell partly under the wheels of the succeeding car ; 
and his right arm, ' marrow, bones, and all,' was crushed 
to a jelly, and dropped uselessly at his side. This, how- 
ever, was fortunately his only injury. He was a young 
man of determmed nerve, and of the noblest spirit. He 
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uttered no complaint — not eveu a groan. Wlien the 
trffln arrived at the dSpftt, a carnage was immediately 
called, when, attended by. his fiiend, he said to the coach- 
man, ' Drive at once to Dr. M- — — -'s, in Walaut-street.' 
'Had n't you better go immediately home?' asked his 
friend, ' No,' said he, ' I don't want them to know any 
thing about me until it is all over.' ' Our hero,' for he 
ims a hero, was deaf to all the counter-remonstrances of 
his fi^end, and they drove rapidly to the house of the emi- 
nent surgeon alluded to. They were shown into the 
parlor, and the doctor was summoned, Aftei' an examina- 
tion, ' Well, my dear fellow,' said the surgeon, for he was 
well acquainted with hia patient, ' you know, I suppose, 
what must he done V 'I do,' he replied, ' and it is for 
the purpose of having it done that I am here,' ' My sur- 
gical-table,' said the doctor, 'is below.' 'Can it not be 
done without that ? ' asked the sufferer. ' I cannot be 
lied — I cannot be held. Amputate my arm here, doctor,' 
he continued, holding out his dangling limb over the back 
of the sofa. ' Do it here, Doctor, I shall not flinch ; I 
shall not interfere with your operations.' The limb was 
bared ; two attendants, medical students in the house, 
were summoned ; the arm was taken off above the elbow, 
while the patient sat as he had requested, uttering no 
groan, nor speaking a single word, while the operation was 
being performed. The dressings were applied ; and, at- 
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tended by iis friend, the patient liad reached the door on 
hia way to his own liouse, which was very near by, when 
he turned round to the surgeon, and said : ' Doctor, I 
should like to loot at my arm onc« more i pray let me see 
it.' The surgeon r^sed Ihe mangled limb : the patient 
glanced at the bloodless hand, and said, ' Doctor, there is 
a rinff upon the middle finger of that hand ; won't you 
take it off for me 1 My Moiher gave me that ring when 
she was on her death-bed. I can part with my arm, but 
while I live, I can't part witli that ring ! ' The ring was 
slipped from the cold, white finger ; ' Put it on that fin- 
ger,' said he, holding out the same finger of his left band. 
As he was leaving the door, with bis attendant, to enter 
the carriage, he said, ' Horn shall I break this thing to my 
poor sister 3 ' Is not this a true ' hero,' reader ? 



' Did you ever see a wild-goose a-sailing on the ocean ? ' 
That is ' a sight,' no doubt ; but it strikes ua that the am- 
phibious stalking Flamingos around the fountain at the 
Bowling-Green are objects even more to be admired. No- 
th an dth llygrtj [p ice. A 

T 1 t 1 neap dtf rs bhdjt been 

di h f p L G m flay, im- 

I Ith fll VI 1 th li 1 hi looking 

th gh th n ty n p k ts t that b t f haste prac- 
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a fountain-arohiteeture, the pile of rocks that rises ii 
;d majesty ' witHn the pales ; 

NATURAL HISTOET: THE FLAMINGO. 



lI jm, at Boivliag-Ofeen I've 
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Most likely many of our readei's will remember this 
' vexed quesUon' in logic : ' It either rains or it does not 
rain ; but it does not rain ; therefore it rains.' This used 
to puzzle us tugely ; as did also the mathematical pro- 
blem, in simple equations, which ensues : 'A cat has one 
more tail than »o cat; no cat has two tails; ergo, a cai 
has three laik!' The coDclusion is irresistible. Here is 
something, however, which is of deeper import: 'John- 
son studied law with Dobson, under the agreement that 
he should pay Dobeon, when he (Johnsob) gained his 
first cause. After a time Dobson got tired of wailing for 
the conditions of the contract, and sued Johnson for his 
pay. He reasoned thus ; ' If I sue him 1 shall get paid 
at any rate, because if T gain tlie cause, I shall be paid 
by the decision of the court ; if I lose it, I shall be paid 
by the conditions of the contract, for then Johnson will 
have gained his first cause ; therefore I am safe.' John- 
son, on the other hand, being prodigiously frightened, 
sought counsel, and was told to reason thus: 'Dobson 
reasons well, but there must be a flaw in his argument ; 
because / and not he will g^n the victory. If tlie suit 
goes in my favor, I shall gain it by the decision of the 
court ; if it goes against me, I shall gmn it by the terms 
of the contract, not having yet won my first cause. Of 
coui'se I shall not have to pay him ! ' Vive la Logigue ! 
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Sitting- in the little oliiii'ch near tLe 'Lake House,' 
Lake George, to-day, with congenial friends, we were 
taken back, on the wings of memory, to the days and the 

homestead, once aeain at the old country-church ; for here 
were the hhlkdp ftl native color of the 

wood ; th f Ip t w th t d m nt ; the jack-knife in- 
itials of b ys, a ed about by no 'wind of doctrine' 
heard at con nt 1 but nt anwise, full of the yery 
' old Scratch 1 n g m t m nay, here were the 
very psalm dh^ni b k th ' identical ' sheepkin- 
binding of 3 B t M he arae into that homely 

pew with ua, unfolding from around her fan the sweet- 
smelling white handkerchief, redolent of the aroma of 
dried orange-peel, that scented the very drawer whence it 
was taken, and taking thence sprigs of fragrant ' caraway ' 
and 'fennel' to give to her httle twin-hoys; no BROTHBassl 
there, with his young heart even then full of oniittered 
and unwritten poetry, as he looked throngh an open wiu' 
dow upon the green contented fields of summer, — shim- 
mering in the hot haze that hung over them, like the 
tremulous rays which overhang a furnace — or sur- 
veyed on the fan the fair pictured damsel in vermillion 
rrobes and blue hat, assisting a little boy, in bright yellow 
round-about and white sailor-trowsers, to fly a scarlet kite 
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witt a green tail. All tliese associations were of the 
Past: 

•OD.T1HII how in Oij- npia %ht 
Do aJl Ufa's pbantoma flit away : 
The smile of hope, and young delight, 

'Onward diivetii Time, and ia a Etle while our lip3 are 
dumb I ' All things have their season, and ripen toward 
the grave : ripen, fall, and cease. 
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HUMBEE THREE. 



THERE is an amusing character in a sketch we have 
juat read ; one of those stupid matter-of-fect persons, 
who can never appreciate a, figure of speecli, or underetand 
the simplest jest. A ' benign cerulean,' enthusiastic for the 
' rights of the sex,' remaria that woman's rights and duties 
are becoming every day more widely appreciated. ' The 
old-faahioaed scale must be re-adjusted ; and woman, no- 
ble, elevating, surpiising woman, ascend to the loftiest 
eminence, and sit superior on the topmost branch of the 
sodaltree.' The earof the matter -of- fact man catches tlie 
last simile, and he ventures to say : ' Uncommon had 
climbers, for the most part in general, is women. Their 
clothes is n't adapted to it I minds once I seen a woman 
climb a pole after a leg of miitting!' If looks could have 
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killed the mal-apropos speaker, he would not have sur- 
vived the reception which tiia ridiculous femarli en- 
countered from every guest at the table. He was himself 
struck with the mournful silence that followed his ohsei'- 
vation, and added, by way of explanation : 'That was a 
thing as happing'd on a pole ; in coors it would be werjy 
different on a tree, because of the branches.' At length, 
howevef, the theme of woman is renewed by the former 
advocate ; ' Woman, has not yet received her full develop- 
ment. The time will come when her influence will be 
univei'sal ; when, softened, subdued, and elevated, the ani- 
mal now called Man will be unknown. You will he all 
women : can the world look for a higher destiny?' 'In 
coors,' observed the ' actual ' man, 'if we are all turned into 
womicg, the world will come to an end. For 'spose a 
case ; 'spose it had been my sister as manied my wife, in- 
^«ad of me ; it 'a probable there would n't have been 
no great fanibly.; wieh in cooiis, if thSre was no popula- 

What fte result of this supposed case ivould have been, 
was not permitted to transpire. , The feminine part of the 
company immediately rose ftftd left .the .table, and the 
matter-of-fact man to the ridipale of the male guesfs. 



We sat the other evening, listening to the wanni.sh 
autumn rain that was falling without ; and while we list- 
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ened, we thought of these lines, from the pen of A. Z. 



Into busj being star 
AudBthoimndrecolli 
Weave their bright 



1 osa eee her bendlog o'er me, 

A3 1 lieUD to the Btruln 
Which Is pisyed upon Llie sblngles 

' Tlieu my little seraph sister, 

Wilh het wings oad waving hair, 
And Iier btight-erefl dJornb brotber, 

Ohde aioiuid my vrakeDit pillow, 



mildi-e 



Wb st«od by a western window of the pretty Episco- 
pal church at Binghamton, on a recent Sunday morning, 
and saw a funeral proc«ssioii enter the gate, and defile 
under the spring-time trees, just putting forth their first 
tender verdure. The day was sunny and beautiful; a soft 
wind waa playing amidst the leafy foliage and the grass ; 
and as the sympathizing concourse gathered around tlie 
freehly-opened grave, we could not help thinking how 
darker miKt be tlie hearts of the bereaved parents, who 
stood in suppressed anguish at its head, from the very 
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beauty and brightness around them. The littje coffin was 
lowered into the grave ; Uie hollow sound of falling sand 
and gravel fell faintly upon Uie ear ; and that only child 
of loveliness and promise was left in ita cold and narrow bed, 
until eartb and sea shall heave at the trump of God. As 
we turned away from the window, and awaited tlie morn- 
ing service of the sanctuary, we thought of fiat desolate 
mother and that bereaved father, and how impotent would 
be all attemps at consolation for the loss of an only and 
darling child. And tliurewithaJ came tn mind the leflec 
tions upon a similar scene of sadnesa by the eloquent au- 
thor of ^The Mission of Liltle Children ' 'No one feels 
the death of a child as a mother feels it The father can- 
not realize it thus. Tnje, there is a vacancy in his home 
and a heaviness in his heart. There is a chain of associa- 
tion tiat at set times comes round with its broken link ; 
there are memories of endearment, a keen sense of loss, a 
weeping over crushed hopes, and a pain of wounded af- 
fection. But the Mother feels that one has been taken 
away who was sfill closer to her heart. Here has been 
the office of constant ministration. Every gradation of 
feature developed before her eyes; she detected every new 
gleam of infant intelligence ; she heard the first utterance 
of every stammering word ; she was the refuge of its fears, 
the supply of its wants ; and every task of affection wove 
a new link, and made dear to her its object. And when 
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her child dies, a portion of her own life as it were dies 
with it. How can she give her darhng up, with all these 
loving; memories, these fond associations 3 The timid 
hands that have so often taken hers in trust and love, how 
can she fold them on its sinless hre^t, and surrender them 
to the cold clasp of Death 3 Tbe feet whose wanderinga 
she has watched so narrowly, how can she see them 
straightened to go down into the dark valley 3 The head 
that she has pressed to her lips and bosom, that she has 
watched in peacefiil slumber and in burning sickness, a 
hair of which she could not see harmed, oh, how can she 
consign it to the dark chamber of tbe grave ? It was a 
gleam of sunshine and a voice of perpetual gladness in 
her home ; she had learned from it blessed lessons of sim- 
plicity, sincerity, purity, faith ; it had unsealed within her 
a gushing, never-ehbing tide of affection ; when suddenly 
t WIS tiken awiy in 1 tl at ho ne is left da k and s le t 
•ffld to the a and heart rend ng asjirat on bhall tJ at 
iear ch Id ne er retu n agT n ! the e breaks n esponse 
tl rough the cold gray s lence Nevern re — oh tie er 
roe The he t s 1 ke a forsake mans and Q at 
worl goes etl » t! r 1 ts 1 -soJato hanbc 



There is in Websi-er's old spelling-book a spelling and 
defining lesson of words of four syllables- A fidend men- 
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tions a, ludicrous mistake made by a Ji&tiict irliool lioy in 
the country, in the exeruses of this lesson One of the 
words hajipeced to be ' Acephalous without a heid ' It 
was divided as usual iaU> its sepwate tjllables, connected 
by a hyphen, (which 'joins woids or byllables, as sear 
water !') whicli probably led the hoy to gn e a new woid 
and a new definition ; ' Ikun spell it and d'flne ill' said 
a lad, after the boy ahoye him had tried and missed ; 
'Zfawdoit;' andhediJ: 'A-c-e-p-h, eef, Aobph — a loos 
without a head!' "Most all of 'em laughed,' our inform- 
ant says, ' when the boy said that!' 



The following opinion of our Great Metropolis is re- 
corded with a diamond on a pane of glass in a room of 
the Astor House, which commands Bahnum'b ' Curiosity- 
Shop' in front, and is ' right fernent' "York Meetin'-'ouse ' 
on the other. The writer rang for his boots one morning 
about day-ligh^ paid his bill and left, vowing that he had 
'made his first and last visit to New- York.' From his wild 
look and 'used-up' manner (nothing farther having been 
heard of him,) it is feared he has 'made way' with liim- 
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79 



' Small biame to him ;' for it is enough to set even tie 
aedateat oountiymaa crazy to enter the great thoroughferes 
of ' a. city that is full of stirs, a tumultuous city.' How 
sober soever his miad, the prevailing excitement will seize 
Hm, and he will mingle with tlie conflicting currents like a 
sti'aw j'evolving in the hurj'ying eddies of a running stream. 
In the evening, especially, when 

'8lltiie«plilt reels 



the town, to one unused to its busy scenes, is absolutely 
overwhelming. 

'Can you show nie Main-street?' said an ingenious, 
fresh-looking young man to us, the otJier morning, near 
Hudson -Square, aa we were walking down to the pub- 
Jicatioii-oiSce. 'Main-sti'eet f wo asted ; 'New-Tork has 
no Main-street : you are thinlring of Broadway, perhaps ?' 
'Oh, yes; Broadway — that 's it, I did n't know ; I never 
ben in a dty afore.' We accompanied him to and down 
Broadway, and enjoyed his enjoyment at all the strange 
sights he saw. We almost envied him tie I'omantic tme- 
ness of his sensations. He was positively eloquent, in his 
simple way, as he depicted his emotions on nearing the 
metropolis in the morning steamer. As he approached 
this 'London of America' the cloud of coal-reek which 
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overhung the giant city, indicating its vicinity long before 
lie reached the northern vei^e ; the many sails which were 
t«nding toward it, in the expanding river and opening hai'- 
bor ; and at last, the hroad bay, with tall ships setting in 
from the sea ; the steamers and water-craft of every des- 
cription hurrying (o and fro from either shore' and the 
Grreat M tr ^ 1 taelf t etch ng nto the d t noe th 
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pleasant dwelling-place, the great metropolis of < 


)ur native 


state. ■ What a city shall we be by and by I 





■ it was who startled ovei-y body on 
the deck of the ' John Ma-BOn' steamer the other day, on 
her way from Albany to Troy, with the inquiry, in a loud 
nasal tone : ' Hear of that dreadful accident to-day aboard 
the Grcerbush boss-boat V ' No !' exclaimed lialf-a-dozen 
by-standers at once ; ' no !' ^ what was it ?' ' Wa!, tliey 
was tellin' of it down to the dee-pot; and nigh as I can 
cal'Iate, the hoss-boat bad got within abeOut two rod of 
the wharf, when the larboard -boss bu'st a fine ; cairyin' 
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away her stern, unahippin' her rudder, and scaldin' more 
'q a dozen passengei's ! I do n't know as there is any 
truth into it ; praps 't aint so ; but any way, that 's the 
story.' The narrator was leaa successful, accoiiiing to his 
own account, with, a rather practical joke which, he under- 
took to play upon a Yankee townsman of his, a week or 
two before, in New York. ' lie never liked me much, 
'jtpect,' said he, ' nor I did n't him, nuther. And I was 
arwalkin' along Pearl-street in 'York, sellin' some o' these 
little notions 'at you see here, {a ' buck-wheat fanning-mill,' 
a ' rotaiy-sieve' to sift ' apple-saace,' etc.,) when I see him 
a-buyin' some counter goods in a store. So I went in and 
hail'd him: 'Says I, right off, jest aa if I 'd seen him a- 
doin' the same thing a dozen times 'afore that mornin', 
says I, ' Won't they trust you here, nuther V Thunder ! 
you never see a man so i-ited. He looked right straight at 
me, and was 'een-aiaost vikite, he was so mad. The derks 
laafed, they did — but ke did n't, I guess. 'I want to 
see you a minute !' says he, pooty .solemn, and comin' 
towai'd the door. I went ; and just as soon as I got on to 
the gridiron-steps he kicked me ! I did n't care — not 
much then ; hut if his geese do n't have the Shatick 
cholera when I get home, ' you can take niy hat,' as they 
say in York. I was doin' the merchant he was tryin' to 
buy cahcoes on a good turn, any how; for I 'xpect he was 
goin' to get 'em on trust, and I know'd he was an ail- 
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mighty sLirk. I nitLei- guess he did n't get 'em, but I 
do n't know — not sartain.' 



What supeniatiiral shriek is that, sounding through 
the murky air of this stormy February night 3 Twelve 
o'clock, too, ' by 'r Lady :' but be not alarmed. It is only 
the steam-whistle of the iron hofse on the Hudson Eiver 
rail-road, rushing into the Great Metropolis, at a ' two-forty' 
pace, brining with him hundreds of passengers, some of 
whom, having never been to town before, are bewildered 
with its increasing vastness ; the .thickening lamps ; the 
branching, crossing, lengthening, interminable streets ; the 
'leagues of light, the roaring of the wheels.' That same 
snorting steani-horse, scarce an hour ago, as he swept with 
his train through the very walls of the state's-pnson at 
Sing-Sing, rumbled in the ears of the half-wakened cap- 
tives, illustrating by his own wild freedom the liberty 
denied to them, and spoke of pleasant villages passed, and 
familiar scenes toward which he was rushing ; he startled 
the echoes of Sleepy-Hollow, and the demons fled af- 
frighted, for a greater than the steed erewhile bestrode by 
the ' Headless Horseman' was now spouting the hot white 
breath from his iron nostrils ; onward he came ; past golden 
'Sunnyside,' disturbing not, let us hope, the inmates of 
that Best of genius and refinement ; on to ' Dobb, his 
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Forry,' and over the very soil of the pleasant places where 
' Old' and ' Young Kkick,' and his little sistei's so often 
walked and frolicked with the ' goofid vrouw,' along the 
shores of the heautiful Tappaan-Zee. ' But what is all 
this about P asks the reader. Nothing in the world but 
the shrill whistle of a locomotive, hollow-sounding on the 
dull ear of Night, just as we are going to bed. 



It is the custom, as we leara from a fiiend, in all parts 
of Scotlaud to send invitations, when a death occurs in a 
femily, to all the neighbors to attend the funeral. On one 
occasion, a neighbor was omitted by the bereaved family, 
in the usual invitations, a feud having arisen between them. 
On the day of the funeral, while the people were assem- 
bling, the slighted ' auld wife' stood in her door, and 
watched the .gathering. At length, unable to beai' ap 
under her resentment any longer, she exclaimed, ' Aweel ! 
aweel I we 'il ha'e a corpse o' our wn in our ain house 
some day! — see ilien who 'II be invited I' What an 
exhibition of human nature ! 



BY-the-by, it may not be amiss to remark in passing, 
that it was the identical > Greek Slave' concerning which 
the ensuing colloquy took place between the sculptor him- 
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84 The Yankee in Powers's Studio. 

self aud a successful Yankee speculator, who had ' come 
over to seeEw-rope.' Scene, Powebs's studio at Florence ; 
Ent«r stranger, spitting, and wiping his lips with his hand : 
' Be yeau Mr, Pbowers, the Skulpture V 'lam a sculptor, 
and my name is Powers.' ' Y-e-a-s ; well, I s'pected so ; 
they tdPd me you was — y-e-a-s. Look here — diivin' a 
pretty stiff business, eh ?' ' Sir !' ' 1 say, plenty to du, 
eh ? What d's one o' them fetch V ' Sir !' 'I ask't ye 
what 'a the price of one o' them, sech aa yeOu 're peckin' 
at neOw.' ' I am to have three thousand dollars for this 
when it is completed.' ' W-h-a-t / ! — heGw much ? ' 
' Three thousand dollars.' ' T-h-r-e-e t-h-o-o^UrS-Orn-d 
d-o-l-l-a-r-s / Han't atatewary riz lately 1 I was cal'latin' 
to buy some ; hut it 'a tew high. How 's paintin's 1 
'Guess I must git some paiiitjn'a. T-h-r-e-e i-k-e-o-a-a-a-n-ii 
d-o-l-l-a-r-s ! Well, it is a trade, skulpin is ; that 'a sar- 
tain. What do they make yeOu pay for your tools and 
stuff ? S'pect my oldest boy, Csphas, could skulp ; 'fact, 
I hiow he could. He is always whittJin' redund, and 
cuttin' away at things. I wish you 'd 'gree to take him 
'prentice, and let him go at it ftill chiaeL D' you know 
where I 'd be liable to put him eout } He 'd cut stun 
a'ter a while with the best of ye ; he would — and make 
money, tew, at them prices. T-h-r-e-e t-hre-o-u-s-a-n-d 
d-o-l-l-a-r-s ! ' Andthe 'anxious inquirer' left the presence. 
He now exhibits a 'lot' of 'fustrrate paintin's' to hia 
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Wk beg leave to present two new ' renderings ' from 
' Hamlet,' which, an. innovating Yankee actor at the West 
considers authentic readings. He defenda the first, upon 
the ground that the same spirit which had ' abused ' Ham- 
let had previously treated his fciends discourteously, kept 
them up at night, and prevented their sleeping on their 
posts. Hence ' thus Hamlet :' 

— 'Tan spirit Uiat I have aeen 
Us7 ia s deiil ; and the dcTl) hatb power 

Out of my weakness and my melanctoly, 
As he la very potent witiL SDcli spirilST 
Abuses nw Uta — damn-mo I * 

This is quite different fram the usual reading, and is as 
mtich an ' improvement ' upon the original as any of Mr, 
Hodson's modern versions. The rendering in the sub- 
joined passage from the same play is defended on the 
ground that Hamlet looked up to Horatio, in his ' weak- 
ness and his melancholy,' as a father, and therefore he 
addi'essed him by a diminutive of that endearing term : 



We submit these readings to the hosts of Shakspi 
commentator who infest society. 
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Tke play of 'Hamlet' was being enacted, and there- 
about of it espedally where Guildenstkrh is employed by 
the Dane to play upon the pipe, just t« oblige him. He 
is very importimate for the mnaie, it will be remembered ; 
and OB this occasion he was accommodated to his heai't'a 
content. Guildsnstehn replied to his earnest solicitations, 
that since he was so very pressing, he would give him a 
tune ; and forthwith, accomplished, to the best of his small 
ability, that sublime national air ' Yantee Doodle,' togetlior 
with certain extempore flouifehes, which he termed ' the 
variations.' 

' The "West is a great country. Friend C ,' wi'ites 

a clever correspondent. ' Tall things tappen there now 
and then. Here is a specimen : Having occasion to pass 
through the Upper Lakes last June, I was happy enough 
to find myself a passenger on hoaid tliat palace of a boat 
the ' Empire,' Erapei'Or Howb commanding. My travel- 
ling companion for the time happened to be a thorough- 
bred ' Hoosier,' a prince of a fellow ; one who feared God 
and loved fun and the ladies, but who was withal a most 
abominable stammerer. We had n't been long aboard, 
when the captain called our attention to a most remark- 
able-looting individual seated at the end of the cabin. I 
am not myself particularly handsome, and have scon some 
ill-looting men in my day ; hut so ugly a man as this had 



d^vGoogle 



Death op Honoba Bdgeworth, 87 

nevei' crossed the soope of my vision. IIowe declared 
liim emphatically ' tlie ugliest man that ever lived ;' ■whei'e- 
upon ray friend Tom offered to wager a half dozen of 
eLampE^ne that be had aeon a worse one in the steerage. 
The bet was at once accepted, and Tom started for his 
man, who was to be brought up for comparison. He 
found the fellow a bit of a wag, as an intolerably homely 
man is apt to be, and, after the promise of a ' nip,' nothing 
loth to exhibit hmiself. As they entered the cabin door, 
my friend, witli an air of conscious triumph, turned to 
direct our attention to his champion, when he discovered 
the fellow trying to insure success hy making up faces. 
' Si- zt — st- siqp.''saidbe; ^ no -no -none of that ! You 
at — si — stay just as God Almighty Twtds you! You ca — 
ca-ca—ca-can^t be beat /' And he was n't ! 



Is m't this a touching picture of the death of Hokoea 
Edobwobth, as described by her bieband ? It so sti'ikes 
us: ft h t p 11th git I aa suddenly called 

at si 1 k th m H ster was with her. 

The mmtthtip Ithd h eyes, which had 
been iid 1th ijed ffintp wer to turn them- 
selves tow d m witl p f the utmost tender- 



py ted I II Her left arm hung 

k, b y d th b 1 She smiled, and 
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breathed her last ! At this moment I heard something fall 
on the floor. It was her wedding-ring, whicii she had 
held on her wasted finger to the last instant ; remember- 
ing with fond superstition the vow slie had made, never 
again to lose that ring but with life. She never moved 
again, nor did she seem to suffer any sti'iiggle.' ' They 
loved in life, and in death they were not divided I' 



In a certain town in New-Hampshire, a certain inhabi- 
tant thereof required for bis comfortable enjoyment at least 
a pint of white-faced New-England,' daily. He had be- 
come reduced in Kis pockets, so that it became necessary 
for him, like the Israelites of old, to procure somehow a 
double portion on the day before the Sabbath, that he might 
quietly enjoy his church, of which he was a constant at- 
tendant. On one Saturday be bad been very unfortunate ; 
for the shades of evening began to fall, and yet he bad not 
gathered his 'spiritual' manna for the day of rest. A 
neighbor at that moment requested bim to throw some 
wood into his shed ; and after the small job was completed, 
gave him a few cents.. He saw that the old fellow looked 
sad and unsatisfied, and said to him : ' Is n't that enough 
for the work ? Why, you can get half-a-pJnt with that 
money; and can't you keep Sunday on (Aai.** 'Why, I 
suppose I could^ 'Squire, but then,' (looking up with a 
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'Old Murphy' of the Mohawk. 89 

disconsolate visage,) but then, 'Squire, how would it be 
kept V Tbia anecdote by a clevet covrespoiident reminda 
us of anotber, whicb we shall venture to relate in this con- 
nection, though it must niseds suffer by the juxtaposition. 
Mr. G — • — , who had by degrees become so attaclied to bis 
cups that bo could not comfortably go by eleven o'clock 
without his ' nip ' of brandy, and who was yet anxious to 
avoid the suspicion of being an habitual drinker, was in 
the habit daily of inventing some excuse to the bar-keeper 
and those within hearing. He had used up all the stereo- 
typed reasons, such as ' a slight pain,' a ' a kind of sinking,' 
not 'feeling right,' etc, etc One Saturday, at the usual 
hour, he called for his brandy-and- water, saying, ' I am 
extremely dry ; lam. going to have salt fish for dinner f 
'No excuse was better than none,' he probably thought. 



One of the earliest settlci's of old Schoharie was a man 
named Murphy, more familiarly known as ' Old Murphy.' 
He was a ten'or to the Indians and their sworn enemy, for 
be had suffered much from tteit robberies, and wanton de- 
struction of his crops and cattle. But his most deadly 
hate arose from the murder of bis two brothers ; for which 
act he solemly swore to devote bis life to their extermina- 
tion. 'Old MunrHY' was a wily enemy, as the Indians 
had well ascertained ; and they sought his life by ail 
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90 'Old Murpmy' of th 

pohisible artifice and strategy. On o 
came near being successful. Murphy liad a cow, which 
wandered from his cabin during the day to browse in the 
woods, with a bell suspended fi'Om ter neck to indicate 
her whereabout ; returning always at night to be millced, 
and with ' udders all drawn dry ' to stand and ' inly ru- 
minate ' by the hut until morning called her to sally forth 
again. One evening she failed to return ; anofier day 
passed, and with it the hour ' when the kye came hame ' 
usually, but s?ie came not. Feaiing that she had met 
with foul play, Murpht started, with his rifle on his 
shoulder, to ' look her up,' following the direction she was 
taking when she left the hut. After several hours of fruits 
less pursuit, the faint sound of her familiar bell in the dis- 
t gl Id i hs a 'It's all right!' said he, in his 
d I ht at fi d g he and he rapidly neai'ed the spot 
h n th dp oceeded, a thicket of close under- 

w 1 n £h h rt f the forest. All at once he stopped 
h -t Tl at Oil S( ot's bell,' said he, ' hut it's not on 
i£r neck ; she do n't swing her bell in that way when she 
browses. There 's mischief here 1' Cautiously approaching 
the spot whence the slow and regular ' ting-arling ' pro- 
ceeded, he saw at some sixty yards distant two Indians 
seated upon an old mossy log, peering intently now and 
then into the recesses of the wood, and at intervals of 
thi'ee or four minutes slowly swinging the cow-bell, which 
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they thought would bring 'Old Muri'iiy' into tlieir toils, 
'as a bird haetetli to the snare.' But it was his hour of 
joy, not theirs. He watched the movements of the red 
rascals as a cat watches a mouse when safe in her ela\vs. 
Secure from ohservation behind a large tree; he selected 
the ' hell-wether,' and with deliberate Mm sent a bullet 
through his heart. The Indian uttered one shriek, sprang 
three feet or more upward, and dropped dead heside the 
log upon which he had been sitting. Ilis comrade looked 
round in amazement to gather the direction of the shot, 
and then shouldered the dead body of his comrade, and 
was moving off, when a second shot from the musket 
which MuEPHY had by this time loaded, laid him and his 
dead companion lifeless together. There were two withered 
scalps hanging ou each smoky jamb of Old Murphy's 
fire-place for more than twenty yeai-a ; and he always re- 
garded them with a 'grim smile' when he 
the history of their acqiiiaition. 



^Poetry Run Mad' is inadmissible, on two ac«>unts. 
In the first place, it strikes us we have mot pa/rts of it at 
least before ; and in the second, the style has ' outlived our 
liking.' Nobody but Hood manages well this ragged 
species of verse ; a very clever specimen of which is con- 
tained in his ' Otistom-House Breeze,' the story of a lady- 
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92 The Female Smuggler. 

smuggler who would not go aahore at Dover, because there 
was 'a S^ftreAin^ wind' blowing, which miglit expose tlie 
laee-swathings of her persoE : 



:lN spite of ropoi 


lud barrow, knot, and tnck, 


Of plunk BDdliu 


Uer, there BlieBtuokl 


ihe couldn't, no, i 


^he woHtd n't go OD aHore. 


•But. Ma'am,' 


the steward Interfered, 


'Thewtssdir 


luslbeolosied. 


foil mus-D't stay 


aboard, Ma'am, no ono do n1 


It 'a quite ag'in I 


Jieoriimsotodo, 


And Ul the paea 


^gorabasgonobnCyou.' 


laysaliei'Icannoi 


1 go aabore and won't r' 


'Tou 


ought to 1- 


'To? 


11"°" 


'la 


haytP' 
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NUMBER FOUR. 



I T STUMBLED on a character the other evening,' writes 
M. a fiieod, 'on board a st«am-boat, which presented 
some traits that I thonglit rather original and unique. I 
daguerreotjped him on the spot. I had just finished supper, 
and was quietly enjojing my dgar on the deck, when I heard 
an individual declaiming in a loud tone of voice to some 
two or three attentive listeners, (but evidently intended for 
the benefit of whomsoever it might concern,) on pathology. 
Being as it were thus invited, I also became a listener to 
something like the following : ' 2Kere it is nov) ! Well, 
some people talk about seated fevers. I do n't know any 
thing about seated fevers ; there aint no such thing as 
seated fever. A musqiiitoe-bite is a fever; cin'e the bite, 
and the fever leaves you. So with a hih — juat the same 
thing ; their aint no such iking, I tell you, as seated fever. 
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94 The Quack Doctor. 

The fact is, your regular <ioctor practizes according to 
books. I practize according to common sense. Now tliere 
was Dr. Rfog, of our village, tKe Sampson of the Mate- 
rier-Medicker. Well, he treats fevers according to the 
books; consequence is I get all the patients: and he says 
to me one day, says he, ' why,' said te, ' how is it, you get 
all tlie fever cases 3 ' And I told him exactly how it was ; 
and it is so. ' Well, Doctor, interrupted one of the list- 
eners, ' How do you treat fevers ? ' ' Well, there it is, you 
see ; you ask me how I treat fevers 1 If yon had asked 
me when I first commenced practizing I could ha' told 
you ; cant tell you now. I treat cases just ss I find 'em, 
according to common sense. And there it is : now there 
was Mrs. Sccttle ; she was taken sick ; all tlie folks said 
she bad the consumption ; had two doctors to her ; did n't 
do her a single mossel o' good. They sent for me. Well, 
as I went into the house, I see a lot o' tanzy and a flock 
of chickens by the door : felt her pulse ; says I, ' Mrs. 
SouTTLB, you aint no more got the consumption than Fve 
got it. Two weeks, an' I cured her ! ' ' Well, doctor, how 
did you cure her ? ' ' How did I cure her ! Tfiere it is 
ag'iu ! I told you I see a lot of tanzy and a flock of 
chickens growing at the door. I g^'n her some of the 
tanzy and a fresh-laid egg — brought her right up. It's 
kill or cure with me ! In fact, I call myself an oflicei'. 
My saddle-bags is my soldiers, and my disease my inimy. 
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Napoleon and niw Battles, 95 

I rush at him ; and 'itlier he or mo has got to conquer. I 
never give in ! ' 

My cigar was out ; and while lighting anothei', the 
doctor vanished : possibly hastened by the inJluence of 
one of his own prescriptions.' 



We always associate, and at once, with Napoleon's 
name, the dreadful scenes presented by his deserted battle- 
fields ; Bueh for an example as marked the sanguinary con- 
tests of his Russian campaign. Hei'e is a sketch of one, 
from the pen of an eye witness : ' The battle-field pre- 
sented a terrible picture of ruin and carnage, especially on 
tiie left and centre, where the greatest eflbrts had been 
made to take, maintain, and retake the redoubts. Coi'pses 
of the slain, broken, arms, dead and (lying; horses, covered 
every elevation and filled every hollow, and plainly indi- 
cated the progress of the action. In the front of the re- 
doubts lay the bodies of tie French ; behind the worts, 
showing that they had been, carried, lay the Russians. On 
many points the heaps of corpses told where squares of 
infantry had stood, and plainly pointed out the size of the 
closely formed masses. From the relative number of the 
slain, it was easy to perceive that the Eussians had suffered 
more than the French ! ' And this is but one of hundreds 
at similar scenes I Yet, ' had these poor fellows any quar- 
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96 Mal-Abroit Compliment, 

rel? Busy US the Devil is, not the smallest! Their Gov- 
ernors had fallen out ! ' If one could indulge a ' gi-im 
smile' at any thing in rehtion to Bonaparte, it would be 
at the potential mihiaiy standard to which he reduced 
every thing. Do you remember his order on the appear- 
ance of theMameliLLea in Egypt? 'Form square; artillery 
to the angles ; asses and savants to the centre ! ' Charae- 
(firistie ; but complimentacy that, to the ' learned savants 1 ' 
' Asses and savants to ihe centre ! ' 



' Readbh, did you never encounter a person who was 
always striving, in the presence of ladies, to lug in ' a com- 
pliment' {as that is called which compliment is none) to 
the ' f^r sex r Is there a greater bore in the infinite region 
of Boredom ? Somebody has lately ' illuminated ' a speci- 
men of this class, in a pleasant anecdote. A lady, whose 
attention he had been trying to force all the evening, ob- 
served, in the words of an old saying, and with a slight 
shudder as from cold, ' I feel as if a goose were walking 
over my grave ;' the origin, we may suppose, of the term 
'cold-goose-pimple,' Sir Compliment Hunter thoaght of 
Romeo's aspiration, ' Oh ! that I were a glove upon that 
hand I ' and replied : ' Oh ! would / were that goose I ' 
Goose truly he was ; but the bright, clear idea of hoping 
he might be the interesting bird which should walk over 
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the grave of one wliom he professed so ardently to admire, 
was a notion which could only have entered a brain like 



It was a sad thing just now, in the gay and busy 
Eiwadway, under a sunny, cloudless sky, with the health- 
ful current of life coui'sing joyously in our own veins, to 
relinquish the feverish and wasted hand of a friend at 
whose door Death will call ere long, and walk with him 
through the Dark Valley. ' I aoi going,' said he, in a 
voice scarcely above a whisper ; ' I am fast going ; I shall 
leave all this ! ' and he turned his glassy eyes upward to 
the calm clear heavens, and waved his hand towai'd the 
busy crowds that rolled through the street or pattered with 
hasty steps upon the pave ; ' I shall soon leave all this !' 
' It is but too true ! ' thought we, as we turned to wateh 
fais slowly-receding footsteps : 



May he be able to say with joy, when the Last Mes- 
senger shall await his departui'e, ' Come Death t« this 
frail, faiUng, dying body ! come the immortal life ! ' 
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Stanoing with a friend the other day by tke river-side, 
to tata in the noble coup tTml of the new steamer Ksick- 
BBaocKKB, we overheard a little anecdote connected witli 
water-craft, which made our companion merry all the way 
home ; which we shall here transcribe ; ' and which it ia 
hoped may please.' 'It seems there was' (nay, we know 
not seems, there was) a verdant yonth fi-ora the interior of 
Connecticut, for the first time on board a steamboat. His 
curiosity was unbounded He esamined bere, and he 
Bcrutimzed theie he wormed fiom the engineer a compul- 
sory leotuie on the =team engine and mechanics in general, 
and from the fiieman an essay on the power of white lieat, 
and tlie aveiage consumption of pine eord-'ood.' At 
length his inquincg mind w is checked in its investigations, 
and 'the pursuit of knowledge under difficulties' made at 
once apparent. He had mounted to the wheel-houae, and 
was asking the pilot ; ' Wlatyou doin' (Aa(for, Mister S — 
what ffood does 't do f when he was observed by the cap- 
tain, who said, in a gruff voice : ' Go away from tliere ! 
Don't yon see tie sign, ' No talkin' to tlie man at the hel- 
ium?' Go'way!' ' Oh I certing^yftes; I only wanted 
to know - — — ' ' Well, you do know now that yon can't 
talk to him ; so go 'way ! ' With unwiUing willingness, 
tbe verdant youth came down ; and, as it was soon dark, 
he presently went below ; but four or five times before he 
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A Temperance Story, 99 

' turned in,' ha was on deck, and near the wheel-honse, 
eyeing it with a tlioughtful curiosity ; but with the cap- 
tain's puhlic rebuff still in hia ears, venturing to ask no 
questions. In the first gray of tiie dawn, he was up, and 
on deck; and after some hesitation, perceiving nobody 
near but the pilot, who was turning the wheel, as when he 
had last seen him, he pi-eferred his 'suppressed question' 
in the oblique style peculiar to his I'egion : ' Wal, goin' it 
yit ha? — been at it all night? — orscreiiwin on her up? 
eh ? ' What vi^e coujeetutes must have bothered the 
poor querist's brain, during the right, may be partly in- 
ferred from the absurd but 'settled conviction' to which 
he had at length arrived ! 



' A Temperance Stoiy'' I'elies mainly for its ' fun, which 
the Editor seems to enjoy,' upon an ancient Josbphus 
MiLLERiua. The collateral anecdote, however, toward its 
close, is not so much amiss. Two young men, ' with a 
humming in their heads,' retire late at night to their room 
in a crowded Inn ; In which, as they enter, are revealed 
two beds ; but the wind ejitinguishing the light, they both, 
instead of taking, as they supposed, a bed apiece, get back- 
to-back into one bed, which begins to sink under them, 
and conie around at intervals, in a manner very circumam- 
bient, but quite impossible of explication. Presently one 
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XOO GOMPOET OP Common Things. 

observes to tte other : ' I say, Tou, somebody's in my bed.' 
'Is there 1 ' says the other ; 'so there is in mine, d — nhim!' 
Let's kick 'em out ! The next remai'k was : ' Tom, Pve 
kicked Jreyman overboard.' 'Good I 'says his fellow-toper; 
'better luck than I; my man has kicked fne out — d— d 
if he has n't- — bright on the floor ! ' Their ' relative posi- 
tions' were not apparent until the next morning. 



There is a good deal of comfort in Commmi Things. 
la n't there, though ? Just rung the sanctum-bell for Kiiir 
to come up and bring us a slice of bread-and-butter. It 
is after twelve o'clock of a rainy October night; for we 
are closing the November number, affd our self-imposed 
' stent' is to get all through before we go to bed. When 
we take a ' stent,' we do it. We used to, when hoeing po- 
tatoes, 'cutting stalks,' pulhng flax, and husking corn in 
' the ked'ntry,' and we can do it yet. Well, Kirry did n't 
come ; she had retired to ' the arms of MuaPHy.' So we 
took the candle and went down to the kitchen to help our- 
selves. It was very clean and neat A. solitaiy cricket re- 
treated under the range as we entered with our bright 
Carcel lamp. The white floor was ' swept and garnished ; ' 
and the week's 'washing and ironing' hung on the white- 
pine clothes-horse. How sweet those linen garments 
smelled ! And ' young Kmca's ' ' sack,' and little Jose's 
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A Hog in Akmor. 101 

pint fi'ock, and the ' wee ' one's small stockings, although 
the wearera themselves were rapt in rosy slumbers up stairs, 
were not uninliabited, to our eyes, at that moment, though 
they loere hanging in the kitchen. We enjoyed those twin- 
slices of bread-and-butter, with two tender, cross-cut, crumb- 
ling pieces of comed-beef sandwiched 1 
pictled walnut After all, many of our pas 
are made up of trifles lite this. Is n't it si 



We do n't know when we have lauglied more heartily 
than at a sight whicli we encountered the other day in 
Broadway. A poilly female of the Porcine genus, in a 
high state of ' maternal solicitude,' was perambulating 
slowly along the sti'eet, with three hoops around her ex- 
panded person. Indeed, she seemed thoroughly secured 
against any accident in the way of explosion. She was 
indebted doubtless to the hoops by escaping clandestinely 
from some 'tight fit' of a barrel into which she had forced 
herself in search of provant, and which had collapsed up- 
on her person in the larcenous act. By-the-by, ' speaking 
of pigs,' we pei'ceive tJiat an enterprising Yankee is aljout 
revising some of the musty apothegms of the day, and veri- 
fying their absurdity. He has already made 'a whistle 
out of a pig's tail,' and has a very handsome silk purse 
nearly completed for a new-year's present, which is fabri- 
cated mainly fi'om ' a sow's ear ! ' 
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He was a ' man of letters ' who wrote the following. 
It is a now stylo of poetry altogether. It will be seen that 
every letter of the final word must be pronounced as 
though DiLWOKTH himself presided at the perusal. The 
letter or letters in Italics will be found to constitute the 
rhyme. There is a good deal more of it, but this is sufB- 
(aent to serve as a specimen ; 



lieeling along tho pafii he held his wa, 
' Ho I lio I' qnoth I, • bs'8 d-f-u-a ,1; / ' 
Tben tUua to blm : ' Were It not bette 
Ton were n litUo s-o-b-B^ t 
'Twate happier tot yout flimilj. I gnei 
Than playing oft snoli wild t-l^-s ; 
Besiile, all dnrnkarda, ^hen polloemec 



The following anecdote of the Dukg of Wellington, 
whicfi we derive from an original source of tbo highest re- 
spectability, may be relied upon as entirely authentic : 
Lord Wellinotos was dining at a public dinner at Bor- 
deaux, given to him by the authorities, when he received 
a despatoh from Paris, informing him of the abdication of 
TIapoleoh. He turned to his aid-de-camp, Freemantlb : 
' Well,' said he, in his tnowing sportsman tone, ' we Ve run 
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lo; 



the fox to tis hole at last.' ' What tio you mean ? ' ssid 
Frbemantle. ' Nafoleon has abdicated.' Frbbmantlg 
uttered an exclamaljon of surprise and delight ' Hush 1 
not a word!' said Wbllih&ioh ; 'let 's have our dinner 
comfortably,' He laid the letter beside liim, and went on 
calmly eating his dinner. When the dinner was over, 
'There!' said he to Monsieur Lynch, the Mayor of Bor- 
deaux, ' there 's soroething will please you,' The mayor cast 
his eye over the letter, and in au instant was on the table 
announcing the news. The saloon rang with acclamations 
for several minutes. The mnyor then begged leave to give 
a toast : ' Wbllinoton, the Libei'ator of France ! ' It was 
received with thundering applause. The Spanish consul 
rose, and begged leave to give a toast. It was tlie same : 
' Wellington, the Liberator of France ! ' There was 
another thunder of applause. The Portuguese consul did 
the same, with like effect. The mayor rose again, and 
gave ' Wblliwuion, tho Liberator of Ecbope ! ' Here the 
applause was astounding. Wgllih&ton, who sat all the 
while picting his teeth, now rose, made one of his know- 
ing civil bows to the company round ; ' Jack,' said he, 
tuiTiing to Frbbmantle, 'let's have coffee.' 



The ' Pioneer Watch ' will find none but admirers. We 
hope to hear often from the writer. He will always be 
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cordially welcomed. His sketch of the ol<i mule is like a 
pictured animal by Paul Potter ; and if his descripUon 
of the hray of a jackass is not perfection, we cannot con- 
ceive of such a thing : ' an wtthma, carried o» by powerful 
machinery ! ' Dickens neyer hit off any thing more feli- 
citously. ' Speaking of jack-asses,' what a melancholy 
fact that is, which is recorded by a Louisiana journal ; 
' While the ' mentangentrie' was being exhibited here, an 
old negro man drove his cart, which was drawn by amule, 
near the pavilion, with a view of taking a peep at the mon- 
keys. The mule and cart wet^ left alone while Cato 
amused himself at the 'show,' When the performance 
was over, the company commenced packing up for the next 
village, and when the canvass was withdrawn, the elephant 
stocid naked just before the mule, which gave one single 
bray, and fell dead in the harness,' Who can depict the 
horror, the intense, the ' excreuciatiug ' horTOr, which must 
have pervaded that poor dontey's bosom ! ' None but a 
jackass can appreciate the depth of the emotion conveyed 
by th^at sonorous bray, with its ' dying fall ! ' 



The following tl oughts b the uthu of ' Friends in 
Council,' are replete w th the t e feel ny of which they 
are the offspring : A i in ow h e a serious place 
to him. There it is he h is known the sweetness and the 



d^vGoogle 



iKSiGNiA OF 'Henpeckery,' 105 

bitterness of early loves and early friendshipa. There, 
mayhap, lie !iaa Buffered one of those vast bereavements 
ivHeh was like a tearing away of a part of his own soul : 
when he Hiought each noise in tie house, hearing noises 
that he never heard before, must be something they were 
doing in the room — the room- — where lay all that was 
mortal of some one inexpressibly dear to him ; when he 
awoke morning after morning to struggle with a grief 
which seemed aa new, as appalling, and as large as on the 
first day ; which indeed, being part of himselli and thus 
partaking of his renovated powei's, rose equipped with 
what rest or alacrity sleep had given him ; and sank, 
unconquered, only when be was too wearied in body and 
mind to attend to it, or to any thing.' 



' I 'vE always remarked,' says that profbnnd observer, 
Mr. 'CeAwLS Yellowplush,' that when you see a wife a- 
takin' on ail's onto herself, a-scoldink, and intomally a- 
talkin' about ' Aer dignity' and 'Aer branch,' that the hus- 
band is inwariably a spoon.' A friend of ours says that 
he was reminded of this sage remark the other night, in 
coming down the Hudson. A large, fat, pompous woman, 
who was ever and anon overlooking her husband, (a thin, 
lank personage, with a baby in his arms, who exhibited 
every mark of prolonged annoyance,) in reply to a meek 
5* 
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complaint on his pail of fatigue, and the expression of a 
wish that the nurse might very soon get over her searsick- 
ness, said ; 

' I never saw a man conduct so before — never, on the 
fees o' the globed aivti I If I'd ha' known that you was 
goin'.to act in this way, / certaiitly would n't ka' fetched 
youP 

The gentleman atraitway sang the ' Lay of the Hen- 
pecked' to the crying baby, and from that time forth, was 
as mum as an dyster, 

'Byron says, in a letter to Moore, 'I never wrote but 
one sonnet before, and that was not in earnest, and many 
years ago, as an exercise ; and I will never write another. 
They are the most puling, petrifying, stupidly platonic 
compositions.' To which I subscribe. I do not mean to 
say that good sonnets have not been written. I have seen 
Buch ; it is the school that is bad. They are like Flemish 
pictures, or as the painter said of tie sardines, ' Little 
fishes done in oil.' But as I have been requested to write 
a sonnet, I win not refuse you, yet I am sure I would not 
do so again even for a ftiend ; that is, a friend for whom I 
had an especial regard ; sonneteering is too nice a matter ; 
the better done, the woiBe ; and I think, with Disraeli, 
'Extreme esaetneas is the sublime of fools.' Nevertheless 
here is the thin^. If you wish to put it among your 
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' KNros'-Kaacks, you tnay have consent thereto, tMnking 
that it may do some good ;' 



rn iirifo oae wlUi » moral 'WhciiBbor, 
One Christaus mom 1 want to bnj a toy, 

Or rather we; I and my brother Bks ; 

But so it chanced that Saj I had but tee 
Canle in my flat, but aa we walked, ' Be goy- 
Blamed' if we did n't meet one Pirc MoCOT, 

Ad IrishrasD, one of my EHher's men, 
Who four more gare, whldi made fourteen together. 

Jost then I (pled, in a moat unlucky minnte, 
A pretty poofcet- wallet; lllcB a featiiet, 

Sui whereas them 06nia you wanted to ptBt in Uf^ 



Just been reading, and with no small interest, ' An 
Historical Diseo'urse,' giving the history of the little town 
of our nativity, the place where ' Aunt Lucy's twins ' were 
baptized. The names and histories of all the pastors, from 
the earliest settlement of the place to the present period, 
are given ; and as we read them, how many pictures from 
the ' dark backwMd and abysm of time ' arose to view ! 

Parson W , for example, how well we remember him ! 

' A man severe he was, and stern to view,' but a good man 
at heart, no doubt. We recollect him so far back as the 
time wheu our childish fency was, that when be got up to 
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speak, lie 'took tis text' out of a small box under the 
pulpit-cushion ; we forget now what we thea thought the 
' Text ' was ; but we once saw something like what we re- 
membered for a dim moment to have thought it, in a toy- 
store on Cbristmas-eve, some yeara ago ! We were always 

afraid of Parson W , ' we boys ;' and many and many 

a time have we gone and hid when he approached the 
house. Religion was a 'dreadful tiling' in. those days. 
Cheerfulness was tabooed ; and a solemn visage and a cold 
demeanor were the outward and visible signs of having 
' obtained a Aope.' A common ' professor ' was not to ba 
encountered without emotion, but ' the minister,' all in 
black, was a terrible bug-bear ! We used to regard him, 
as ' an officer of the divine law,' in much the same light 
in which police-officers are viewed by the suspicious delin- 
quent But Parson W is gone ; and we cannot but 

felicitate oursel^ for one, that we 'did what was right' in 
om" attendance upon his ministrations. How many hun- 
dreds of times, wrapped up in sweet-scented hay, in the 
bottom of a sleigh, did we ride through the howling win- 
ter stomi, to sit in tiiat old church, with nothing but the 
maternal foot-stove and the prevalent ' fire of devotion ' to 
keep us from perishing ; yea, even to the division ' six- 
ly,' and the 'improving' 'Hence we learn, in view 
our subject, in the next and last place,' etc. In sum- 
ir there was a pail of water with a tia-porringer hy the 
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door; so that we could quencli any thirst that might arise 
' from the heat of the weather or the drought of the dis- 
course ;' but wintei'-service, and rehearsals in that compre- 
hensive body of divinity, the ' Westminister Shorter Cate- 
chism, {' Shorter catechism,' and ' nothin' shorter ! ') tJiese 
were too much 1 There was relief only in eating our Sun- 
day ' turn-overs ' and nuteakes-and-chee^e at the neighbors' 
at noon-times, with faces glowing before the high-piled 
wood fires. Also it was extremely pleasant to go home 
with the prettiest girls from the evening conference-meet- 
ings held at the school-house. Ah, well-a-day ! we see in 
the notes to this diseoure the names given, and the tri- 
umphant deaths recorded, of those who were once near and 
dear to ua ; and chief among them, that near relative, 
whose silver hair and mild benevolent blue eyes are before 
us of yore. He it was who was wont to go around his 
pleasant orchards, full of all manner of fruits, and select 
the choicest varieties for the little boys, never so happy 
himself aa when engaged in making others so. His last 
end was peace. A little while before his death, he called 
Lis son to his bedside, to write down his last request. 
' Bring your table close to the bed,' said he ; 'I want to 
see you write.' This was done: '!Now father,' said his 
son, ' what shall I write ? ' ' Write,' said he, ' this my last 
will and testament : I will myself and my dear children, 
and my grandchildren and their posterity, to God the Fa- 
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THBR, Son and Holy Spirit, through time, praying that 
tlie blessing of Gob may rest upon them. Now lift me 
up, and let me sign that.' He was raised, and his hand 
trembling with age was guided as be wrote for the last 
time hia own name. As he lay down, lie said, 'My work 
is now done, and I am ready to go home. My way is 
clear, I Jcnow where I am going,' A little while after 
this, as the sun was going down, at his request he was 
raised up in bed : 'All seems natural out there,' said he, 
looking out upon his beautifiil acres ; 'just as it used to 
look. It is very pleasant ; but I care nothing for it now ; 
I am going,' said he, pointing toward heaven, ' I am going 
up there— I am going home!' And a little while after, 
the good man fell asleep in Jbsus. 
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OUR pies nt til m is I. lya ot very savory subject; 
but th intim ly m f rt Jpscribed in such uninine- 
ing Anglo S. bj a rresp d nt, tempts us to record 
a similar a d nt h h w ec ntly heard depicted by a 
ftiend, aF h g ntl m n h se iMtentatiousbutprince- 
!y hospitality adds (what one could hardly deem possible) 
even a new charm and grace to fie lovely bants of the St. 
Lawrence, along the most delightful reach of that resplen- 
dent stream, 'It ees twenty year,' said he, 'since zat I 
was in New-Yo'k ; and I go up one night in z' upper part 
de dt6, ('t was 'most in de contree,) to see afraJinde. Ah ! 
oui ! Wen I com' by de door-yard, I see som'sing — I 
not know what he ees, but I s'oiight he was leefil rabeet ; 
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hui he was ver' tame. I go up sofly to heem : ' Ah, ha ! ' 
I say to myself^ ' I 'av' gota you ! ' So I strike him big 
stroke vis my ombrel on his necks. Ah, ha ! sup'jiose 
w'at he do ? £■ a-a-h ! .' ! He ati-ike me back in my face 

wis his Damn! I cannot tell; it was awfahf 

dreadfuls! He s-m-e-H so you canBot (oacA him — and 
I de saame I I s'tow myself in de pond, up to my necks ; 
but it make no use. I s-m-e-1-1 seeic wee-eek! Inotlike go 
in ze room wis my fcaande. I dig big hole to put my 
elo'es in de grounde : it not cure zem ! I dig zem up : 
hah ! — it is de saame I I put zem back — and dey smell 
one year; till z«y rot in de ground. It ees faacl!' 
And so it -was a fact ; for no man bom of woman could 
ever counterfeit the fervor of disgust which distinguished 
the graphic delineation of that sad mishap. 



We heard a pleasant illustration, an evening or two 
ago, of a peculiarity of western Ufe. A man in one of 
the hotels of a south-western city was observed by a north- 
enier to be very moody, and to regard the stranger with 
looks particularly sad, and as our informant thought, some- 
what savage. Ey-and-by he approached him, and said : 
'Can 1 see you outside the door for a few minutes?' 
' Certainly, Sir,' said the nortikemer, but not without some 
The moment the door had closed behind 
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I, the moody man reaclied over his hand between, his 
ind drew from a pocket a tremendous bowie- 
tnife, bigger than a Fi'eiieh carver, and as its broad blade 
flashed in the moon-light, the stranger thought his time 
had come. 'Put up jour scythe,' said he, 'and tell me 
what I 've done to provoke your hostility ? ' ' Done, 
stranger? — you have n't done anything. Nor I ha n't 
any hostility to you ; but I want to pawn this knife with 
you. It cost me twenty dollars in New-Orleans. I lost 
my whole ' pile' at 'old sledge' coming down the river, 
and I ha n't got a red cent. Lend me ten dollars on it, 
stranger. I'll win it back for you in less than an hour.' 
The money was loaned ; and sure enongh, in leas than the 
time mentioned the knife was redeemed, and the incorri- 
gible ' sporting-man ' had a surplus of some thirty dollars, 
which he probably lost the vei-y next hour. 



' What a perfectly horrible day this is ! ' says your 
complaining, querulous citizen, as he wipes the perspira- 
tion from his glowing face; 'I detest such weather!' 
Dear Sir, you should n't say so ; the rivera of water which 
run down your body are in obedience to a law of nature 
that preserves your health. Moreover, the heat of which 
you complain is ripening the 'kindly fniifs of the earth, 
so that in due time we may enjoy them.' Nature is get- 
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ting ready to publish her ' cereals,' and her timely heat is 
swelling into pulpy lusciouaness tlie g^eat clustei's of Isa- 
bella-grapes, which shut in the parloi'-piama, darken the 
windows of our sleeping-room in the second story, screen 
those of the nursery in the third from the sun, and actu- 
ally hang;, in all forms of grace, from the very eaves ! 
Also the vari-colored pinks, verbenas, helioti'opes, dahlias, 
and a lai^ family of nameless flowers, aie shedding tlieir 
beautiful hues and perfume between the ' house-vine ' and 
the 'back-vine,' which creeps over its broad trellice, and 
suspends there, in long pendulous 'bunches,' its rich 
abundance of fruit Yes; and every diy as we look out 
at these things, we see the green ivy visibly growmg over 
the pinnacles of the towers of our ' Church of St. Peter' 
in the rear — a beautiful and graceful sight 

P. 8. It is a pretty hot day, though, ' that's a fact.' 
Must go and take a ' shower ' in the adjoining bath-room. 
Pheugh ! This kind of heat can't ripen any thing, un- 
less a 'blast-furnace' will do the same thing. It is 'hor- 
rible' hot weather! 

We remarked a very laughable typogi'aphical error in 
a newspaper a day or two since. It was in a paragraph 
which announced that a formerly distinguished southern 
politician had been stiuek with apoplexy, and had ' lost 
the use of one side of his speech /' It reminded us of the 
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maa who, having stood in the same place in a cotton fac- 
tory for many years, was one day detdned by illness, and 
wrote to hJs employei' that he should be unable to resume 
his labor, as he had a paiiifi.il swelling on the east aide of 
hia face I 

A DTHiNG moie (,hdi 1 tciistii. ot j ir ti'ue French- 
man than his iriepressible cuiiosity wh cb bo will often 
grit fy at the expense ot din^^ei an 1 sometimes at the 
iTsk of his life In mattei-s ot saer e by tlie way, tliia 
peculiarity of the * grand nation ' has been of great service 
to mankind. A friend relates a story pleasantly illustra- 
tive of this insatiable national impulse. A young Paiisian 
1 wj a t m d ly t French breakfasts, arrived in 
tb m m g t D bis way to London, was surprised 

tfld btJHNB seated at a small side-table, 
1 d d w tl m t nd their accompaniments. He sur- 

yed h tt t I f moraent or two, and then be- 
t 1 1 { ndress rehearsal ' of the sparse 

En ] h t h mm 1 'Mon DiEul'said be, 'can it 
be J OS bl t t e tlhomme is ete bees hreJcfasiet 
H md lb 11 I nk I shall ask heem. ' Mon- 

Bi I I m tr Vill you av ao politesse to tell me 

zz t y b kf t or your dinna wat you eat ? " 
J n w th d ii t n, his cheeks distended with a 
large portion of his snbstantial meal, and is about to reseat 
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what he de«m3 an affront ; hut diacreUon gets the better of 
valor, and he sits down again to resume his meal. The 
Frenchman paces the floor dubiously for some minutes, 
until his enhanced curiosity overcomes his temporary 
timidity, when he flg-ain accosts the sharp-set son of ' per- 
fidious Albion:' 'Sai'e, if you knew de reezon wherefor' I 
rek-quire for know wezzer zat is your brekfaste or your 
diocS. wat you ete, you would 'av ze politease to tall me 
immediate, and sans offence.' John was silent, as before, 
but his face actually glowed with excitement and sup- 
pressed passion. All these evidences of displeasure how- 
ever were lost upon the curious traveller, who once more 
addressed his 'unwilling witness,' and this time fairly 
brought him fo the use of his speech ; for he rose in great 
anger, accused the Frenchman of having insulted him ; a 
blow followed, and a duel was the ' net purport and up- 
shot' of the affair. Had the Frenchman's curiosity been 
satisfied, he would doubtless have been more steady-hand- 
ed; 'but Destiny had willed it otherwise.' Bull's bullet 
pierced him, and the wound was decided lo be mortaJ. 
Englishmen are seldom ill-tempered upon a full stomach : 
our hero relented ; he was filled with remorse at having 
shot the poor fellow on so slight a provocation, and was 
most anxious to make amends for his fault. ' My friend,' 
said he to the dying man, ' it grieves me much that I 
should have been so rash aa to lose my temper in so tri- 
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fling a matter ; and if there is any way in which I can 
serve you, rest aasiired you have only to name it, and I 
will faithfully perform your last request.' ' ViU you, my 
fren'! Zen,' said his victim, writhing in the agonies of 
death, ' if you will be m kind as tell me viezser sat was 
your brckfasle or your dinna wal you ete, I shall die ver' 
rnoah content/' 

SpEAKina of Frenchmen : A friend of ours records 
one out of a thousand instances, of daily occurrence : 
'Come here, Gas-son,' said a young fopling, at one of our 
metropolitan eating-houses, A waiter presented himself. 
' Your name is n't Gas-son, is it. Stupid ? I called ' ffas- 
sow,' yonder ' — and he heotoned to a lad, whom he had 
heard called gareon, the day before, to do his bidding I 
We have often laughed at the story of a person of pleas- 
ing address and appearance, who was encountered on board 
a steam-packet from Dover to Calais. It was observed, 
that whenever he obtained an auditor, he would address 
him courteously, and commence a, discussion of the quali- 
ties of two carriages which were on the forward deck. 
' That 'ere big coach,' said he, ' «'s a nice 'un ; but them 
'ere scratahea on the cab, them's the vorst on't, though I' 
A gentleman wlio heard these coarse remarks thrice re- 
peated to different individuals by a person of pleasing and 
gentlemanlike exterior, had the curiosity to inquire of one 



d^vGoogle 



118 



De 



-Ro 



who seemed to be a companion voyager, why it should 
happen that his language was so strangely out of keeping 
with his general bearing ; when lo ! it transpired that he 
was a Parisian, sporting the little English he had learned 
of a cockney valet, in a hrirf stay in London, before hi? 
countrymen. Many an ' ignorant ramus ' on this side the 
water makes himself equally ridiculous, in misapplying 
and mispronouncing the language of this ambitious Gaul ; 
speaking it like the man whom Matthews describes, who 
boasted of bis perfection in French, hut gave the credit to 
its felicitous acquisition ; he 'I'amt it of a Garman, that 
I'amt it of a Scotchman at Dunkirk ! ' 



Oh Heavens ! how many bereaved hearts are bleeding 
at this very bonr in this dty : hearts made desolate in a 
single moment ! Fifty children, studying at one instant 
in the hushed school-room, and the next in eternity I Sit- 



ting here to-night, with 

der with horror while ^ 

nevolent Bbino who has 

a sad scene will be the school-i 

sufferers were wont daily to 

and play-mates will sing, in words that 'Young Kk: 

has just been repeating to his little sister : 



ones about us, we shud- 

vith gratitude to the be- 

ikmn, hitherto.' What 

where these <lepartfld 

! Their fellow-pupils 



IB little oWWranprnef 
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Thej sang and spoke and amLk d. 

But thej 've left ra now, la j ciUd. 

' Oh whae, tell me wHere Have tbe little cb' 

I SBom lo see their Bpsrkltiig eyes, 
1 seem to hear their song; 



Beard, the diatinguished western arfist, mentions the 
delivery of a conundrum which he once heard in this state, 
A tall, red-haired, 'serio-dubious ' sort of over-grown boy, 
who was ' designed for the ministiy,' and had just obtained 
his 'parchment' from an eastern college, was called upon, 
at a parting supper, to ' make a speech.' He excused him- 
self hy saying, ' I dont inow any speech that I can say 
neOw,' He was asked for a song. 'No, he never could 
sing ; feound t/tat out when he first went to singin'-school,' 
However, being hard pressed for ' something,' he said, look- 
ing at and twisting bashfully his long freckled fingers, ' I 
can tell a conundrum that I made myself last week. It 
come to me first one night when I was abed, and I made 
it out next day, and wiwte it down on a piece of paper. I 
got it here neCw.' So saying, he t«ok from his waistcoatr 
pocket a slip of paper, and read : ' What village in 'York 
State is the same name as the Promised Land i ' There 
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was some 'guessing,' but at last it was 'given up,' and a 
'solution requested :' ' Canaiidaigua ! ' at length ex- 
pounded the proposer. But the company were still as 
much in the dai'k as ever: 'Canandaigua !' exclaimed a 
dozen in a breath ; 'why — how — where ia there any re- 
semblance to the 'Promised LaiidS' 'Can't see the 
slightest.' ' Why, you see,' said the conundrum-maker, 
' this ia the way on 't : yeOu must divide the word, and in- 
stead of Can-Bxi you must say ' (7a-nan,' and throw the 
' daigua ' away ! Canaan was the ' Promised Laud,' see I 
A resistless and united guffaw followed this ' forced con- 
struction,' which the expounder mistook for admiration. 
' Aint it a fu'strrate conundrum !' said he, with a visible 
chuckle, that only increased the obstreperous eachinnation, 
We should n't like to look at so bright an intellectual lu- 
minary as this, except through a piece of smoked gh 



It may be, nay doubtless it is, a morbid feeling which 
prompte the meditative man to pause and look up at the 
successive stones slowly sinking into their resting-places in 
some public edifice in piiDcess of erection ; thinking the 
while how long those inanimate blocks will remain there, 
and how many will gaze up at them when the present he- 
holder is mouldering into dust. Such have often been our 
own thoughts in looking at the public temples which have 
been builded in this city within the last fourteen years. 
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But we have been ihinHng to-day how (could we but 
inow it) the fronts of our earher edifices would be found 
written all over with kindred thoughts, if they who gazed 
at them could have left the impress of their reflections up- 
on the stones which ai'rested their attention. They are 
gone: yet nature is as gay, the sun shines as bright, men 
are as busy in getting gain, as in the centuries that are 
past. Ah I well may the thoughtful man exclaim : 



Tbe eyes mat wile 
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' What meat is this ?' said a country fai'mer the other 
day, to a legal friend who had invited him into a French 
restaurant in the lower part of the city, to take a hasty 
dinner with him ; ' what meat is it ? ' ' It 's beef, I think,' 
said the lawyer. The countryman replied, 'I guess not; 
do n't taste like beef to me;' and he regarded the am- 
phibious-looking diah before him with thoughtful solici- 
tude. At the next mouthful, he laid his knife and fork 
down, and asked with eager euriosity, ' An't this a French 
eatin'-house ? ' 'It is,' answered the lawyer. ' Then it in 
dog ! ' he exclaimed, removing the last morsel from his 
mouth, as a sailor relieves his jaws of a tobacco-quid ; ' it is 
dog, and I thought it was ! I et dog once at 'Swago, (Oswe- 
go) in the last w alltwhtt Ad altho gh 
it was an excelle test rat t hhthj vere 1 ng 
so great was Hs j j 1 t th F -h s np that 

he could not be J id d t ta t tl mo-wl When 
they were walking 1 me h d t h f end . Mj ne gh 
bor Jones was down to 'York once, and being very fond 
o' sassengei's, he went into an eatin'-shop to get some. 
While he was a-hearin' of 'em fry, hissin' and sputterin' 
away, a man was buyin' some of 'em raw at the counter, 
and while he was a-tyin' of 'em up, a chap come in with a 
fuz-cap and a dirty drab ' sustoot,' and laid down a, little 
bundle at the flir-eend o' the counter, He looked at the 
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keeper, and see he was a little busy ; so Le said, lookin' 
shy at him as he went out, says he, ' 'Ta'ut no matlfir 
about the money noio, but that makes eleven,' p'intin' to- 
ward the bundle. Jones looked at the bundle, and he 
Bays he see the head of a cat stickin' out at the eend, with 
long smellers onto it as long as his finger ! He left that 
shop 'maain quick, and han't never eat a aassenger senee ! ' 



Most persons have heard, perhaps, of the direction 
given by a gawk to a traveller ; 'You go down this road, 
till you come to Squire Jones' house, which always stands 
by a little yaller dog.' An. amusing continental traveller, 
(who was so 'indifferent' to natural scenery that he rode 
around the lake of Geneva in a char-a-banc, with his back 
to the lake,) adopts a similar transposition. He tells us 
that the German universities are 'always placed at the 
seats of celebrated beer/' The French traveller in Scotland, 
who reported that at every village they kept relays of dogs 
to bark the feeble coach-horses on toward the next one, 
did not awaken more ludicrous associations. 



Our friend BtrROBss, of the well-known house of Bur- 
oBfis Strinobr and Company, tells a capital anecdote of 
himself, which should not be altogether privately 'hushed 
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up.' He is a member of the Methodist Cliurch ; and being 
at a camp-meeting near Sing-Sing, last summer, he had 
the miafortune, after two or three days' and nights' attend- 
ance, to iail asleep in the midst of a powerful sermon. It 
was just after the New-York Trade-Sale of books, and Mr. 
BuROK6s was dreaming thereof: and to the searching 
questionings of the speaker, ' Will you any longer delay ? — 
will you not choose lo-day whom you are to serve f — what 
coarse you are to take?' ^ Take ilie lot! — the balance 
to Burgess, Stringer and Company!' exclaimed Bdbobsb 
eagerly, as he awoke, and stared wildly around him, when 
he saw eveiy body staring still more wildly at him, and 
the minister himself petrified with amazement ! 



The ' competence' of the tiller of the soil, the ' abun- 
dance' of the successful mechanic, and the 'siiffidency' of 
the tradesman, we conceive to be better calculated to pro- 
mote happiness than 'great wealth,' even when unencum- 
bei'ed. We are not insensible to the value of money. Our 
remark was pointed as to the ivants that wealtli biings ; 
but the cares of it are not less exacting. ' Do n't you 
Jmow me ? ' said a western millionaire, soon after ' the cri- 
sis,' to a friend of ours, with whom he had formerly been 
intimately acquainted; 'don't you remember me? My 
name is .' ' Good heavens ! it can't be possible !' ex- 
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claimed our friend ; ' why, wtat lias wrought Riich a 
change in. your appearance! Where's your flourishing 
head of hair! where 's your flesh gone? what's put that 
bend in your back ? ' ' The times 1 the times I ' replied the 
' poor rich man ; ' ' as for my back, I broke that last year, 
lifting notes; some of tliem were very heavy.' A griev- 
ous and unnecessary burden no doubt they were ; and how 
much better was the rich man's ' wealth,' with its carking 
eai'es, than the 'abundance' of the contented mechanic? 



The following amusing adventure, given by a corre- 
spondent writing from Buffalo, actually took place in the 

town of M , in Ohio, two yeai's ago. 'Farmer 

had two daughters, very interesting young ladies, yet in 
their teens, who were quite romantic in their notions. The 
fathei' was an aiistocratic member of the Baptist eliurch, 
and of course was very particular as to the ' company ' his 
girls should 'keep.' Now it happened that these two 
pretty girls became acquainted with a couple of young 
bucka, clerks in an adjoining village, and, to use a common 
phrase, ' took quite a shyin' to 'em.' To this the old gen- 
tleman was very much oppcsed, as he intended to match 
his daughters himself. But "twas no use' talking to 
them ; while week after week wore away, and found the 
young men constant visitors. At length, in order to en- 
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force obedience, the old man found himself driven to the 
necessity of locking up the foolish children who had pre- 
sumed without his consent to fell in love with a couple ol 
poor tradesmen. The sweet g^rls were accoii3iiigly con- 
fined on Sunday afternoons in the back bed-room In. the 
second stoiy, which fronted the barn-yard ; a very roman- 
tic ' look-out.' TJnder the window was a pile of atones, 
which had been left after repairing the cellar-wall Jn that 
comer. For two or three successive ''abbath tveniiigs, the 
usual period of visiting their inamoratas, the lovers hid 
cKmbed, by means of the sheets ot the bed, which were let 
lown f om the w d w by the heroic girh, up to the 
aj tm t f the mpriaoned lover-,, and from mghtfell 
nt 1 >sy mom g d d level m the ' ambrosial delight of 
lu es young d e ras But this clandestine courtship 
CO Id n t be ont n ed without being at hst discovered 
lo 1} S bbath jnst at twilight, the lathei, coming m 
fiom the h n tho „ht he saw something lathei ominous 
hanging out of the back-wmdow ; so he walked noiselessly 
around to ascertain, the 'nature' of it. There hung the 
fatal 'flag of surrender;' and the old man, giving it a 
slight jerk, commenced tlie ascent. He was lifted gently 
from off his feet, and felt himself gradually 'rising in the 
world.' 'T was a very heavy weight, the daughters 
thought; and to tell the truth, it mas a corpulent 'body- 
corporate' at which they were hopefully tugging away. 
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But lo I his head had reached the window-sill ; and now, 
just as hia old white hat appeared above the window, his 
affectionate dauglitara ' dropped him like a hot potato ; ' 
and, with something like the ' emphasis of a squashed 
apple-dumpling,' the old man came in instant contact with 
mother Earth ; while the two knights of tape-and-scissore, 
who were not far off^ enjoying the scene, ' made hasty 
tracks from the settlement,' leaving nothing behind fJiem 
but bodily misery, horror-atrieken damsels, and their own 
coat-tails streaming on the cool night-air ! ' 



A Foo lay over the broad expanse of the Tappasln- 
Zee, at Dobb his FeiTy, the other morning. There is a 
small but very long-eared donkey at that place, the Buce- 
phalus of a juvenile play-mate of ' Young Knick,,' whom 
also our scioii backs whenever so minded. The little ani- 
mal is very strong, and ' cari'ies weight for age;' so we 
mounted him, on the foggy morning aforesaid, and rode to 
the water's edge, looting into tbe mist, which hid the far- 
ther shore from sight. Sir Joshua Reynolds, in one of 
his lectures, says that the horizon-line of the 'great and 
wide sea,' in mid-deep, is one of the most striking emblems 
of the infinite and the eternal to be found in all the works 
of the Almighty. We thought of this while looking ofi' 
upon the dim (and at the time boundless) waste of waters 
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before us ; and then came tlie thought of ITapoleon at 
Saint Helena, musing' by the solemn shore of the vast 
ocean which formed the watery walls of his island-prison ; 
and BO strong was the last impression, that, mounted as we 
were, we began to feel, in that moment of deep reverie, 
tJiat we leere H'apoleob, taking our equestrian exercise ot 
a morning, and looking off upon the sea; when all ai 
once, an unmistakable juvenile voice, that is usually 
' music to our ears,' ' let down the peg ' that held up oui' 
musings, with the imtimely, and we may add uncalled-for 
remark, accompanied by a loud laugh, that was surely un- 
necessary if not unbecoming; 'If there is n't Fatiibu on 
Dukicey! — hoie he looks f Our imaginary Napoleok 
vanished as quickly at this inteiTuption as did Hamlet's 
father's ghost when he ' smelt the morning air ; ' and we 
' saw ourselves as others saw lis ; ' a bipe<^ clad in a thin 
]iDen eoat, broad-brimmed Eocky-mountain fur hat, (a 
present ii'om ' Bbllacosoa,' now of that ilk,) seated on an 
ass, and a little one at that I As we turned bim to go 
back, having ' satisfied the sentiment,' his saddle tnmed 
too, and we fell to the ground, a distance, perhaps, from 
the top of his back, of some three feet No bones were 
broken ; but we did n't like the report of the unimportant 
cireumstance which ' Young Kbiok:.' bore to his mother: 
'Fatoes got threw from Donkey!' ' Threw!' — that's a 
good style of grammar to be used by the son of an Editor 1 
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All this may seem ridiculous ; but why might we not have 
fended ourself NipoLEOs, amidst tlie kindi'ed outward 
aeceasoi'iea of his last position ? Supposing our dress and 
st«ed were not warlike ! Is it the uniform that makes the 
captain 3 If it is, we should like io know it I 



We heard the other afternoon, from a proved racon- 
teur, yvha has no rival, eittei' orally or with pen in hand, 
a story of Jahvis's, the distinguished psunter, which mads 
us quite 'elastic' for half a day. A mercuiial yet misan- 
thropic Fi'enelinian, who, to 'save himself /row himself, 
used often to call upon Jarvis, had an 'Old Master,' a 
wretched daub, whose greatest merit was its obscurity. 
Being ignorant of the hoax which had been played upon 
him in its purchase, he set a great value upon it, and in- 
vited Jarvis to come to hia room and examine it. Jarvis 
did so ; and to prevent giving its possessor pain, he avoid- 
ed the expression of an opinion ' upon the merits,' but ad- 
vised the owner to have it cleaned ; it being ' so dirty that 
one might easily mistake it for a very ordinary painting.' 
Some four or five days afterward the Frenchman called 
upon the painter; and the moment he entered his apart- 
ment, he exclaimed; 'Ah! Monsieur Jarvees, I 'ave 
somc'sing to teU you ! My gi'aftnd picture is des-troy' I — 
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him : veH good ; ke wash him all out wis de turpentime ! 
Ah! if I could only catth him' — I would Mcb him 
p-l-e-n-l-^ .' ' 'Heavens!' exclaimed Jaryis ; 'can it be 
possible that that great future i-. spoiled? You must 
have been in a towering pat*ion when it came home in 
that condition.' 'No, no, Monaionr,' replied the French- 
man, in a lachrymose, pitful tone ; ' I am not strong man 
to be angry — I v/as s-i-c-A / ' 



Ii is one of those warm, low-cloudy, fine-rainy days of 
late October. \ g K 1 n^ g y 

ravine of a hill-s d w Im t h ft i t m 

mer honoi's, help 1 tbisht th th!k]"df 

feded leaves ; and thtf t hwh b 

lying, looking ofl Ih gh th th bl d 1 j fl 
dying woods ov th T pp *» Zee d tl j tihes f 
fall-wheat, of mat hless or tht Igthintwdth 
river. Returning ft m h pleas t h t h t th th 
little Junior, weiid p jtflttra d mm 
lions from town {twhhwdd tp td)pc 
our table ; and lo ! the first one we open is what Hallbck 
t«rms 

' A HiMM o'ct hippy iajt depurted 
A hope UiaC such again may be.* 

Our esteemed correspondent has certainly touched us at 
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this moment in a tender point. He expresses our senti- 
ments exactly : 



cm give good resson wlij ; 



Its Ibllage pied, sisi imiaova Bere; 
Gorgeous, wttli ail its bisrecj on. 
Crisping with frosty breaUi tbe lawn. 
It endelli my gay auinnier job, 

And DOW ' Good-bjB to ■ Mr. Dobb, 



\ea.th iihoae Bhsde the cob- 



' And BOW I Blana npon [be wbarf, 
While shoots our fSTorite ■ Akbo W ■ 
And still In thonght behold alto 
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But steamer, stage, not pramSng cob, 
M&y baar my yeaining heart to ■ Doeo. 



laUTMamldaeeettiiDgmob. 
Half terri- 



' Sbaka, sbake yonr laiy eands. O Time I 

BrlDg its giftd gflles to w&ft me huckf 
Up tho broad Hndaon's sparkling track I 



Eis Ferrj ! ■ ' 

Iffhoever shall TJait ' Dobb's ' the ensuing winter, and 
the pleasant domidl which we inhabited there, will on ex- 
amiaation find pieces of ' Old Knick.' stiiJting to the door- 
posts ; retained there in the disparting struggle of the 
final adieu. 
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WE derive lie foUowinig capital anealote from an es- 
teemed fiieiid who 'was there,' and who never yet 
permitted a good thing to escape his observant eye. A stage- 
coach well freighted with passengers, was once ti'avelling 
from London to'ifik Among those on the outside wasa 
dry-looking gtntlemtn in lusty tlicli and *ery taciturn. 
According tc cust m he socn get -i tiavellmg-name from 
his dress ; and f om some acudentil whim the passengers 
seemed to take ■* jleift ire m playing upon it Whenever 
they stopped there woidd casual i^uestiocs h% asted: 
'Where's the Gentleman in Black! Wont the Gentle- 
man in Black come by the fire ? ' ' Perhaps the Gentleman 
in Black would like a bit of the mutton ! ' In short, the 
Gentleman in Black became a personage of consequence, 
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in spit« of his taciturnity. At length, in the middle of the 
night, crash ! went the coach, and the unlucky ' outsidea ' 
were sent headlong into the diteh. There was a world of 
wort in repairing damages, and gathering together tie 
limping passengers. Just as they were about setting off, 
the coachman was attracted by a voice from a ditch, where 
be found some one, white as a miller from rolling down a 
chalky bank. The Unknown prayed in piteous voice for 
assistance. ' Why who the deuce are you ? ' cried coachee. 
'Alas!' replied the other, in a tone half- whimsical, half- 
plainfive, ' Vva the Genikman in Slack f 



Are not these lines from the ' Stahat Mater'' felici- 
tously translated ? We have the poem entire, but segre- 
gate only the two stanzas which ensue : 



MHtcronigonlU; 
Qnffi mcerebiitT fit doleljat, 
Bt liBmetot ; cnm Tldebat 

NaU ptenas incljti. 

Although nothing could exceed the simple beanty of 
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the original, yet the reader will be struck with the tcuo 
spirit of the rendering : 



TliroLigh and through th 



r His pain aad nbgalBh, 



Advioe, we ai'e well aware, is one of those tilings which 
'it is more blessed to give than, to receive;' yet we cannot 
help saying to our Philadelphia correspondent, that the la- 
bor he has bestowed upon his punning epistle would, other- 
wise directed, have aufBoed for the production of an article 
that could scarcely have failed to reflect credit upon his 
evident talents. Labored puns and conundruma are very 
hard reading. It is not iesa a labor to laugh at tiiem than 
it is to write them. Look at this wretched thing : ' Why 
is a man looking for the philosopher's stone like Nep- 
TUBB V 'Give it up' at once, and 'let us pass on, and not 
offend you' farther. ' 'Cause he 'a a sea-king what do n't 
eidst I ' It is of kindred stuff that modem puns are made. 
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There is such a thing aa a practical conundrum, which ia 
not amiss. 'Loot a-hea', Sam,' said a western negro cue 
day to a field-hand over the fence in an adjoining lot; 
'look a-hea', d' yoti see dat tall tree down dar ?' ' Yaas, 
Jim, I does.' ' Wal, I go up dat tree day 'fore jes'dy to 
de bery top.' 'Wat was you a'ter, Sam?' 'I was a'ter 
a 'coon ; an' w'en Pd chased 'im cl'ar out to t' odder eend 
o' dat longes' Umb, I hearn sumfin drop, Wat you gueas 

't was, Sam ? D' you g^Te 'm up ! ^Twas dis d d 

foolish nigga ! E-yah ! e-yah ! Lite to broked he neck ; 
been lioipin' 'bout ever since !' 



We do not know when we have encounteved a more 
forcible tribute to an American portrait-painter than is con- 
tained in the following esti'act from a letter which a dis- 
tinguished foreigner, at present sojourning in this country, 
recently received from his wife, now resident in London. 
The passage refers to the portrait of the gentleman in 
question, a most speaking likeness of the original ; 'At 
last I can announce to you the safe arrival of t]ie long-ex- 
pected treasure, your dear portrait, With what delight I 
greeted it,ia beyond my power to express. My impatience 
to behold your pictm'ed countenance induced aie to attempt 
to open the huge packing-case unaided, and I soon suc- 
ceeded in releasing it from its bondage ; and to my heart's 
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delight I once more siiiTeyed jour perfect image! To my 
idea, it is in all respects a complete resemblance of your- 
self; and every day I am more and more impressed with 
this opinion. I send you a thousand thanks for this to me 
invaluable present It is a treasure I would not pai't 
with for any earthly consideration. Still I must tell you 
that it mates me feel move unhappy and more disconso- 
late at our temporary separation ; and so restless am I to 
survey your likeness, so truly depicted, that scarce a night 
passes without my procuiing a light and dwelling upon it, 
while all is.stillness around me. Present my compliments 
to the artist, and say that I am more grateful to liim than 
I can find words to express, and that he has confen-ed the 
greatest happiae^ on me that this world can afford, next 
to that of sending me the onginal.' The artist here allu- 
ded to is Mr. C. L. Ellioit, whose studio is in an upper 
room of the Art Union Buildings, Bioadway. Truth to 
say, the encomium passed upon Mr. Elliott in the fore- 
going fervent sentences is well deserved. We know of no 
American poilrait-painter who has advanced with moi-e rapid 
strides toward pejfection ; a fact sufficiently evinced by the 
patronage which he has secured from the best sources in the 
meti'opolis. A few weeks before the death of the lament- 
ed Heitot Inmah, that fine artist was in the studio of Mr. 
Elliott. After surveying the portraits of his latest ai Iters 
with a painter's eye and a painter's scrutiny, he said, ' I 
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must have you paint ray portrait, and I will paint your's 
in return.' ' I shall only be 1»o glad to do so,' replied Mr. 
Elliott : ' I cannot help tHnking that I should be able to 
obtain a charactenalio likeness of you.' 'Yes,' answered 
Inman, (in a manner which we could see,) passing hts hand 
ovei' his fa*-^, with a significant gesticulation ; ' yes, I think 
you could; features plain and bloeky ~ 6?oc>!^ / ' "Would 
that any New-Yorker possessed at this moment a portrait 
of our depai-ted friend, such as he knew Elliott oould 
have painted ! 

'Whilb I am on the subject of 'originals," writes an 
esteemed Southern friendj now a Senator of the United 
States, ' allow me fo bring to your notice a specimen : I 
was in the ofBce of a legal friend some time since, when a 
dilapidated specimen of humanity, bearing ftiU traces of 
the wear and tear of life, came in. He addrrased himself 
at once to the proprietor of the office ; 'Your servant, Sir. 

I see before me, I presume, that distinguished lawyer, 

— — ■,' naioing my friend. 'I myself. Sir, am in affinity 
to the legal profession. I am the son, Sii', of a distin- 
guished advocate in the Old Dominion ; my name, Lanob- 
LOT Lanolky LiNGi — -the Reverend Lancelot Lanoley 

LiNQ. I live in the State of . I teach a little, I 

preach a little, and I plough a great deal. These combined 
operations have told upon me : they tell upon me now, 
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Sir. As the poet says, ' Ttese tattei^d robes my poverty 
bespeak.' The people of my region, Sir, are poor, and 
can afford me but little help, I said, ' I will seek the 
wealtby of anotlier State ; they shall minister to my 
wants.' I came hitlier to find them : but do you know, 
Sir, that external appearance has its effect upon men ? 
Yes, Sir, it has ; and therefore, before I soug^ht tlie wealthy 
I came to the wise, who regard not exteriors, but look to 
the mind. 'Worth makes the mau, and want of it the 
fellow ; the rest is all but leather;' and indeed, Sir, there 
is very little 'leather' about me, as you may easily per- 
ceive by looking at the tattered condition of my boots. 
Now, Sir, I will be grateful for your contribution. My 
wants are simple — my desires few. 1 have a small plan- 
tation, on the top of a high till ; the plantation very 
small, but the hill very high. A log-house graces its brow ; 
a beautiful well of apleudid water is there. Sir ; an orchard 
of benevolent fruit-trees is there also, (I call them benevo- 
lent. Sir, because they give both sustenance and skade to 

' 'Ti9 sweet Co ail beneaUi tlie shaflo 
That jonT own Indosby haUi made ; 

Something of the poet, too, Sir, as you see :) and I am 
there also when I am there ; but at present the school- 
master (myself, Sir) is abroad, and my mission is tliree- 
fold: First: I want clothes: my journeyings and my 
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labors have brought bad habits upon me. (Excuse the 
pun, Sir : it is a college failing, ' You may bi-eak, you 
may ruin the vase if you will, but the scent of the rose 
will linger there still.') SKCOUn ; I want money to buy a 
small negro boy; one that I can call, on my return from 
my various ti'avels, and say to him : Bob, Sam, Tom, or 
whatever his name might be, ' Take my horse and carry 
him to the stable;' 

*Theh might; I rest beneath m;^ leaiy bower, 
And liDg tbe spirit of Uie passing bonr. 

Last and not least, Sir, I want window-sashes for our 
church, which we call ' Mount Zion.' I want putty and 
glass, or money to buy them : 

■TiiESE ate my wants; all aimple, and but few : 
My tale is lold — 1 les™ Ibe rest to you.' 

' ' And «ij/ tale ia easily told, Mr. Lin(j,' said my friend, 
'and my duty will bo quicMy performed. Here are five 
dollars : if that sum is of any use to you, you are wel- 

"Will five dollars be of any service to me? Will a 
smart shower be of any service to a droughty land ! Will 
a large slice of the staff of Ufe be of any service to a hun- 
gry traveller ? Yes, Sir, five dollars will be of use to me! 
Do you know what I will do with this sum, which I am 
now proud to call my own ? Nay, Sir, you must know — 
yon ovffkt to know — so list to me. Twill purebaFe a pair 
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of boots for myself, with part : tlie balance shall be invest- 
ed in putty and glass for the aforesaid church. And now 
farewell ! 

■ A luousiHD blosafnga, amth thy barf, 

iUinoBandJojalotliee; 
A llfe-Ume by no aonow mair'a, 

If ever you come to , Sir, come to me. You will 

be welcome to the home, to the heai't, to the hospitality, 
of Lancelot Lanolby Ling. Once more, Vale!^ 

'And away he went. I saw him the next day in the 
Btieeta. He had on a fine pair of boots, and I trembled 
for the putty investment. Once more we met, and he uo 
longer looked like ' tlie man all tattered and torn, that 
idssed the maiden all forlorn,' for he was dressed in a fitll 
suit of broad-cloth ; ' superfine,' and as Fagin said, wiSi 
the ' heavy-sweU cut' Whether he ever succeeded in re- 
alizing funds for all the simple and few wants and desire 
of his heart, I know not.' 



There goes again that steamishriek of the locomotive, 
on the Hudson River rail-road I But it is morning now ; 
and instead of conveying wondering new-comeca to the 
metropolis, it is carrying countrj-born metropolitans into 
the very midst of their old associations. They are paesmg, 
by the 'going-forth of tho ways,' from the great city: 
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they leave the ' rowing of the wheols,' and the thousand 
siglits and sounds which have long been familiar to them; 
they pass the ' out-squirfs,' aa Mrs. Pahtington terms the 
suburbs, and anon the horizon begins to widen ; the river 
broadens to the TappaSn-Zee ; the surburban villas, gleam- 
ing upon the shores, are left behind ; the hills, the ancient 
hills, arise, ' whose summits fi'eeze in the fierce light and 
cold ; ' and beyond all, ' lies the vast inland, stretched be- 
yond the sight;' an ioland, at this spring-season, where 
the country-bred traveller sees in his mind's eye the blue 
smoke curling up from the maple-sugar 'sap-works;' 
smells the bass-wood 'spouts,' {'gouge'-split and thiu- 
' whittled' before tbe pensive evening fire of spring,) and 
inhales the odor of the red-cedar buckets : he recalls tlie 
deep, ' spioshy ' snow, through which he tramped, ' neck- 
yoke' on shoulder, to bring the luscious juice to the 'store- 
trough,' previous to being poured into the daik-boiling, 
low-murmuring ' pot-ash-bettles ; ' and he remembers well 
the looks of the vari-colored fungi, with an nnder-surfaee 
whiter than tlie finest zinc-tJnta of our friend Fosdick, 
which grew upon the prostrate and decaying monarchs of 
the forest, over which he strode, on his ' sweet ' mission. 
Perhaps he may remember a snow-storm too, like this in 
which we write, when hia humble cot was shut np by the 
elements ; when the turkeys and geeae, the cocks and hens, 
came up the high snow-banks and pecked at the windows ; 
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when the long icicles, button-ribbed, like tie end of a rat- 
tle-snake's tail, hung scareely-d ripping from the eaves ; and 
the little folk would open the outer dooi', move a step or 
two from it, the whiff of a anow-shower-bath taiing away 
their hreath in the mean time, and, half shrinking, half in 
epoi't, pierce two or thi'ee deep yellow holes in tlie bank, 
and then rush shivering into the house again. But there's 
the laat, the dying sound of the steam- whistle, away ia 
the stormy distance ! 

Hbabb a little incident to-day, which struck us as a 
very graphic illustration of the hurry with which surgical 
operations are sometimes resorted to. A bi'avo officer, who 
had been wounded with a musket-ball in or near his knee, 
was stretched upon the dissecting-tahle of a surgeon, who, 
with an assistant, began to cut and probe in that region of 
his anatomy.- After a while the ' subject ' said : 'DrniH 
cut me up in that style, doctor ! What are you torturing 
me in that cruel way for!' 

'We are looking after the ball,' replied the senior 
operator. 

' Why didn't yon say so, then, before ! ' asked the in- 
dignant patient. ' I 've got the ball in my pocket ! ' said 
he, putting his hand in his wmstcoat, and taking it out. 
' I took it out myself,' he added ; ' did n't I mention it to 
you 1 I meant to ! ' 
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'At-cheb! — at-chii!' We have caught the 'Idflu- 
edza ! ' That laat was the sixteedth tihe we 've sdeezed id 
five bidutes. We Ve been tiyidg to si'g the followig so'g, 
but bade bad work edough of it : 

'By BiBT-inDE Is like tho snd 

Whed St tlie flaivd It flldgs 
Ita golflea sbilea of light upod 
Eartli^B greod a'd lovely tbl'gs . 



By Bart-Addh Is Hire tho hood, 
Whed fltGl her silver sheed 

Awakes tie dIghUdgnle's eolt tni 
That eUo bsd ^ledt beed : 

But BiBT-AoDB, lite darkest dii 



' In Schoharie county,' writes an obliging friend, ' there 
lives a man whose addiction ta profanity is such that his 
name lias become a by-word and a reproach ; but by some 
infernal thermomefei" he so graduates his oaths as to make 
them apply to the peculiar case in hand ; the greater the 
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misliap or cause for anger, tie stronger and more frequent 
his adjurations. His business is that of a gatherer of ashes, 
which he collects in small quantities and transports in an 
ox-cart Upon a recent occasion, taving fey dint of great 
labor succeeded in filling his Tohicle, he stai'ted for the 
ashery, wliich stands npon the brow of a steep hill ; and 
it was not until he reached the door that he noticed, wind- 
ing its tortuous course down the long declivity, a line of 
white ashes, while something short of a peck remained in 
the cart ' The dwellers by the way-side and they that 
tarried there' had assembled in great force, especting an 
unusual anathemal display. Turning however to the 
crowd, the unfortunate man heaved a sigh, and simply re- 
marked : ' Neighbors, it 's no use ; / can't do justice to 
the subject/' 

Ver*- sIj' and ' smart' is the following anecdote which 
we find unattributed to any particular source, in a leligious 
journal of this city; 'Josias Winslow was one of the 
early governors of the, Massachusetts colony. If is "said 
that at his funeral the Eev. Mr. Wwhebell, ot Sutuate, 
prayed that ' the governor's son might be half e jual to his 
father.' Tb» Rev. Dr. Gab HricHoocK oboened after 
ward, that tie ' prayer was so very reasonable it might 
have been hoped that Gon would grant it, hut he 
didn't!' 
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WoKDER if tliero are not some people in the world 
that do actually reason after the cool manner of the phi- 
losopher who gives this sage advice to his fiiend S Just as 
likely as not. We know some citizens who ad according 
to such advice, 'any way' : 'The duties of life are two-fold : 
our duty to otters and our duty to oursdvea. Our duty 
to ourselves is to make ourselves as comfortable as pos- 
sible : our duty to others is to make them assist us, to the 
best of their ability, in so doing. This is the plan on which 
all respectable persons act. Adhere strictly to truth — 
whenever there is no occasion for lying. Be particularly 
careful to conceal no one circumstance likely to redound 
to your credit. If it be for your interest to lie, do so, and 
do it boldly. !No one would wear false hair who had hair 
of his own, but be who baa none, must of course wear a 
wig. A wig, you see, my young friend, ia simply a lie 
witli hair on it. I do n't see any difference between fabe 
hair and a false assertion. In fact, I think a lie a very 
useful invention. It is like a coat or a pair of breeches : 
it serves to clothe the naied. But do n't throw your falsi- 
fications away. I lite a proper economy. Some silly pei^ 
sons would have you invariably speak the truth. Now if 
you were to act in this way, in what department of com- 
merce could you succeed ! How would you get on in the 
law, for instance ? "What vagabond would ever employ 
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you to defend his cause ? What practice do you fiink 
you 'd be likely fo procure as a physician, if you were lo 
tell eveiy old woman who fancied herself ill that there was 
notMag the matter with her ? Never break a promise un- 
less bound to do so by a previous one : and promise your- 
self from this time forth, never fo do any thing tiat will 
put you to inconvenience. Be fii-m, but not obstinate. 
Never change your mind when the result of the alteration 
would be deti'imental to your comfort and interests ; hut do 
not maintain an inconvenient inflexibility of purpose. Do 
EOt, for example, in affairs of the heart, simply because you 
have declared, perhaps with an oath or two, that you will be 
constant till death, tliink it necessary to make any effort to 
remain so. The case stands thus ; You enter into an en- 
g^ement with a being whose aggregate of perfections is 
expressible, we will say, by 20. Now if they would al- 
ways keep at that point, there might be some I'cason for 
your remaining unaltered, namely, your not being able to 
help it. But suppose that they dwindle down to 19 1-2 ; 
the person, that is, the -wkole sum of the qualities admired 
no longer esists, and you, of course, are absolved from 
your engagement. But mind, I do not say that you aie 
justified in changing only in case of a change on the op- 
posite side : you may very possibly become simply tired. 
■In this case, a prior promise to yourself will absolve you 
from the performance of the one in question.' 
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We heard a clever thing at the table of a fi'iend at 
' ShnaBg P'int' the other day, which is too good to be lost 
It appeal's that one morning at the capitol, just after the 
Senate had organized, Senator Badger was seized with so 
violent a fit of sneezing, that it caused much memment in 
the galleries. Senator Dickjkson, a man of genuine hu- 
mor, thereiipou immediately sent him tho following ; 



Our right-hand ' Main ' mentions an amitsing instance 
of profe^ional enthusiasm. He was coming down from 
Alhany the other evening, ia one of our Hohle Hudson 
Kiver steamers, and was about going to take his place near 
the entrance to the supper-table, when his ann was seized, 
almost convulsively, by a man who was watching the 
movements of the engine, and apparently listening intent- 
ly to some unusual noise. 'Do you hear that?'' said he; 
'do you hear that. Sir!' 'No,'. said 'Main,' a little 
seared, thinking that there might be a sound indicative of 
' a b'iler a-bu'sting ; ' ' no, I d-do n't notice any thing un- 
usual.' 'Wait a bit; hear thai? 'Ko-chungI ko- 
chung !' — that 'a a minor-third, Sirl — a perfect minor- 
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third ! ' Such a musical critic as that would assign the 
'yowl' of atom-cat, the 'je-o-a-wl' of a pussy, or the 
bray of a jackass, borne ou th.e night-wind, its specific po- 
sition on the musical scale. "What a beautiful thing it is ta 
have ' an ear ' for music — especially such music ! 



We were standing one evening, some years ago, in the 
door of the house of a friend, residing in one of the upper 
streets of the city, being about to take our leave of him 
for the night. The atmosphere was beautifully dear and 
the air delightfully cool. The far-off stars shone in their 
serene and silent spaces, with a back-ground of such deep 
blue as one sera when looking into the sky at midnight 
from the top of Kaatskill-mountain. While we were 
'gazing steadfastly into heaven,' the friend by our side I'e- 
marked : ' Ey-the-by, there is a comet predicted to appear, 
somewhere about this time, in the heavens. I was reading 
an article about it this very afternoon : it will make its 
first appearance, I believe, in that quarter of the heavens,' 
pointing high up, and in a south-westerly direction. We 
stood regarding wistfully that particular part of the even- 
ing sky, when our friend exclaimed, ' As I live, there is the 
comet now! Yes — yes: there it ia, to a certainty!' 
And following his directing finger we saw, far up, and 
away in the south-west, a aemi-Iurainous body, something 
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not unlike an enlarged star, with a dim ' continuation,' like 
the fainter light of the ' Milky Way,' of a clear, bright 
night. ' Look at it ! — tkink of it I ' exclaimed our fHend. 
'There in yonder sky, is an eiTatic, wandering body, with 
no fixed orbit, uneonttollable, so iar as known, by any spe- 
cific law, or regular celestial median ism, which, after 
sweeping its awful cycle amidst the revolving worlds above 
us, suddenly ' streams its horrid hair ' oa the midnight sky ! 
How wide, how sublime, has been its celestial journey! 
And is it not a heavenly, an almost overpowering thought, 
that hereafter, in a world of unclouded light and know- 
ledge, it may be vouchsafed to us to see with our natural 
eyea, and without the mistakes to which calculation is sub- 
ject, the couiBe of comets, the order of the solar and plane- 
tary systems, and fathom the depths of that dread arch of 
mystery that now hangs suspended above ua ! ' This in- 
cident, which occurred many years ago, was forcibly called 
to mind a few days since, as we were steaming down fi'om 
Dobb's, on the morning of the recent partial eclipse of the 
sun. Here was demonstrated not only the grandeur of 
the divinely-ordered movements of the heavenly bodies, 
but the sublimity of the intellect of the creatures of the 
ALMieery. At the very moment predicted, we saw, 
through a bit of smoked glass, a faint rim of shadow clip 
the edge of the great orb of day, and continue ifa en- 
croachment upon its diminishing light, until the exact ex- 
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tent that had been foretold was attained. And then it was 
that we tlioiight of those who, at that precise moment, 
high upon the Alps, were looking from those towering 
focms of Nature that ' pinnacle in clouds their snowy 
scalps,' to see the mighty shadow of the eclipse roil along 
tie vast region below, blotting out whole provinces of lovely 
Italy in its giant-iaaroh I It were worth the toil of a 
twelve-month to witness that sublime spectacle. 



Somebody, ' we name no parties,' illustrated in our 
healing th th tl ig 1 wli h m pe 

pie, who t t 1 1 ff t h f tl p w n f L w 
over any 1 11 ases d 11 la f I 

A man in tt fg t tmt tel mtpl 
tan lawy ffi ItkgffJifit J h by 

the table t th t:m 1 w p tli pe p t 

from hisf h iwth dmj d lyllwp kth d 
kerchief, asked the counsellor 'in chambers' for his ' views' 
as fo ' (Ae /aw.' 'Well,' said the counsellor, ' as to what 
law ? — under what circumsitmces ? State your case. I '11 
tell you what the law is, when you state your case. You 
want to know what the law is as to what?' ' Wal,' I'e- 
sponded the client, scratching his head, and seeming to be 
greatly taken aback by this unexpected obstacle, ' wal, 
'sposin' a man leaves the state, and do n't come back ag'in ! 
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THEN what's the law ! ' 'I never shall forget,' said our in- 
formant, ' the blank disappointment exhibited in that client's 
face, when I told him that that was a case past any legal 
surgery of mine. ' Can't /efcA hun, eh?' — and he owes 
me more 'n fifty dollara!' Seeing that his 'case' was 
'gone,' the cEent left also. 
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NUMBER SEVEN. 



LOOKING around, as we came in to-nigbt, upon the an- 
nual Christmas-g^'eens, in all tasteful forma, with which 
the hand of Affection annually decorates the sanctum, we 
met 'Tub Cross,' graceful in shape, and entwined with 
rosaries of red berries. Far baek in memory we went in- 
stantaneously, and heard, for the first time as it wei'e, in 
the little church of our 'boyhood's home,' this first verse 
of a hymn fall from the eloquent lips of the Kev, Derhick 
C. Lansibo : 



All eaitWy gain ( count but dross. 
And pone contempt on nil joj pride 1 ^ 

How many are the cells of memory ! — iiow countless 
the things that are treasured there! — and how strangely 
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they iTse to the mind, amid one's daily cares and apoca- 
tions ! "Wo shall know more of (Lis mystery hereafter. 

' There is tew sides to the matter of war,' says Hosea 
BiGBLOw, writing from Mexico ; and he proceeds to ilius- 
ti'ate the fact : 



Wliere ths Cnnnles Dsed ts klver up tbeir Eliappoes wlUi bundBnncis, 

(Fear o' glCtia' on 'em spoHed,) and a feller nonld ay quarter 

KecoUeot ivbat fan we bad — I and lou and Enm Hollib — 

This sort o' thing dn't joat Uke that: I wlsb lliat I was iUrder I 

(Wby, I 've worlted ont to Blau^htortD" some, /ot Deacon Cephas Bilunb, 

Tills ' goln ' where glory waJtB je' hMn'l one agreeable featur', 

O, wotM n'l I be off, qniok time, rf t wam't that I was aarl'in 
They 'i. let tbe day-light Into me. to pay me Kir desartlu' ? ■ 

HosEA. is not the only one, probably, who has lately 
ascertained that militia trainings and ' Cornwalls ' shatn- 
figbls are quite unlike the actual ' pomp and circumstance 

ot glorious TO'.' 

A FRIEND once informed us that one of the most ridic- 
ulous sights he ever saw was on the Ohio river. He was 
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going up that beautiful stream in a large steamer, when 
the boat encountered a vast raft, Bomething more than a 
mile long, and quite half a mile wide, ■with a small house 
m the veiy i^ntie ot it It wis comin^ down rapidly with 
the current when the steam b at notwithstanding her 
effoi-ts to avo d the ct llision f duu 1 herself m the ' toils ' oi 
the raft, having caught in such a way between its unevenly- 
piJjei,ting limlers as to bp quite mcipible of extrica- 
tion And now Jt w 'W tl it the doughty Ciptain, standing 
upon the extrcmest point ot the bow of his boat, witb 
doubkd fi-it and n lignat on m s a'ipeot, apostrophized 
the navigatn of the raft and poured out upon his head 
the fieicest \ ils of his angei wh le the proprietor of the 
' well- wooded ' floating a^res, whose downward course it 
was imposaible to stem, was seen slowly approaching in the 
distance, holding his hand back of hia ear, as if anxious to 
hear what ' tie captain said,' As soon as he came within 
hail, and was made fully sensible of the anathemas that 
were being hurled against him, he took a short black pipe 
out of his mouth, spat twice, and replied: ' You go to the 
devil with your little steam-boat ! I do n't want any o' 
your saace ! Get eiiut o' the way I ' And resuming his 
pipe, he slowly wended his way back to his cabin. After 
having been borne down some eight or ten miles, the 
steamer was at length extjioated, and the captain went on 
his way rejoicing. 
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Ebadbe, when in the providence of God, it shall be 
your fete to stand by the cold form of one whom you have 
lovod ; to gaae upon lips, oh ! how pale and motionless ; 
upon Lands thin and wasted, crossed upon the silent 
bi'eaat ; upon eye-lids dropped upon cheeks of clay, never 
to he lifted again ; then haply you may think of these 
beautiful lines of the good Wesley. Amidst remembered 
hopes that vanished and feai's that distracted, weeping iu 
unknown tumults, ' like soft atreamings of celestial music ' 
will come to your aching heart this serene Evangel I 

How tiest l9 out brother, bereft 
0! sll tbat coutd burtlieu Mb mbd I 

How easy the soul that has left 
This woarisome body behind 1 



Tbfs dust l8 affected no m. 



Extinct J3 the an' 


ImalflBioi 


AndpasiJonls 


vanished 


The languishing 1 


.eadiaat 


Its thinking an 


daohlngi 
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The quiet, liiimOTAble breast 



The late lamented Henry Inman, used to relate, with 
inimitable effect, a stoi^ of an illiterate English Methodist 
minister at the West, who one night, at a class-meeting, 
mentioned the following affecting circumstance: 'It is 
but a little while-ah, since I was a-trayelinfc along one of 
yoiu- great rivers-ah, surrounded by the deep forest; I 
stopped at a rude shanty by the low river side-ah, and 
Ihere I found a poor family in grea-a-t affliction-ah. They 
were all sick ; their children wei'e shiverink and starving ; 
their heads frowzy and dii-ty ; and I was informed by tlie 
mother that they had lost iketr fine-tooth comh-ah ! They 
was ignoi'ant of the go-ospel, and did n't seem to care 
about it, 'ither ; for when I reasoned with 'em-ah, the wo- 
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man waa all the time lamenting the loss of her flne-tooth 
comh-ah. ! ' Have you the Bible in your cabin 9 ' sdd I to 
her, says I-ah ; says she, 'Yes, tieer it is, up theer on the 
catch-all-ah,' p'inting to a nan'ow shelf oyer the smoky fire- 
place, ' but Tve do n't often read into it-ah ; ha'nt read any 
on't but once't, when our little Bill died with the ager, 
for as much as tew months-ah i ' I got onto a die-tub, my 
fidends, that stood in the corner, and reached up and took 
down the blessed Hook, all covered with dust-ah ; and 
what do you think it was that I opened to-ah ? What do 
you think it was that I found there-ah, to satisfy the long- 
ings of tliat poor woman-at ? It was the long lost, the 
long-wanted, fine-tooth c-oo-m-b-ah ! Oh, my hearers, 
s'a-a-rch Ike a&riplers-ah ! If she had only s'aarched the 
skripters, how her mind would 'a been eased-ah ! ' 



Gkea.1 men, great pliilosopliers, are sometimes beaten 
on their own gi'ound, by the simplest minds and the least- 
instructed intellects. We Ve laughed a hundred times at 
an illustration of this, which occurs to us at this moment 
We have heard, or have read somewhere — hut ishere we 
have not the slightest notion — that upon one occasion 
Newton, the immortal philosopher, was riding over some 
English plain or ' down,' when a hoy who waa keeping 
sheep called out to him : ' You'd better make haste on, 
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Sir, or you'll get a wet jacket.' The sky was clear; 
there was not a cloud, nor a speck of a cloud, to he seen : 
and the pMlosoplier considering the remark a, hoax, or at 
least an impertinence, rode quietly on ; bat he had not ad- 
vanced six miles hefore a rain-storm suddenly ai'ose, which 
wet him to the skin I Saturated as he was, he neverthe- 
less rode back, to ascertain how an ignorant lad had at- 
tained a precision in, and a knowledge o^ elemental calcu- 
lation, of which the wiaest philosopher might well be 
proud. 

'My lad,' said Nbwton, when he arrived where 'fed 
his flock, the rural swain,' Til give you a shilling if 
you '11 tell me how you foretold the weather so truly.' 
' WiU ye, Sir ? ' said the boy, scratching his head, and 
holding out his hand for the shilling. Having received it, 
he pointed to his sheep, and thus expounded his 'theory ;' 
' When you see that black ram turn his tail toward the 
wind, it 's a sure sign of rain within an hour I ' Now, 



but either philosopher would as soon have consulted a hy- 
draulic 'ram' as the best merino, for the keen practical 
knowledge got by ' Observation,' out of ' Experience, 
which was exhibited by the ' Shepherd of Salisbury Plain ; 
for, if we remember wghtly, it was on Salisbury Plain 
where the incident which we have naiTated occurred. 
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' I SAY, Square, what '11 yeou take for that 'are dog o' 
yoiir'n ? ' said a Yankee pedler to an old Duteh. farmer, in 
Bie neighborhood of Lancaster, PennsylTania ; ' what '11 
yedii take for him ! He ain't a very good-lookin' dog ; 
but what was you cal'laUn', may-be, he 'd fetch?' ' Ab.!' 
tasponded the Dutchman, ' dat dog ish n't wort' not'ing, 
'most ; he ish n't wort' you to buy 'urn,' ' Guess tew dol- 
lars abefiut would git him, would n't it? I '11 give you 
fliat for him.' ' Yaiia ; he is n't laorf dat' ' Wal, I 'II 
fake him,' said the pedler. 'Sh'stop!' said the Dutch- 
man; 'dere 's one t'ing about dat dog I gan 't sell.' 'O, 
take off his collar ; I do n't want that,' suggested the ped- 
ler. ' 'T ain't dat,' replied Mynheer ; lie 's a boor dog, 
but I gan 't sell de wag of his dail when I comes home ! ' 
There is some good honest Dutch poetry of feeling in that 
reply, reader, if you will but think of it a moment. 



A GOOD story was told us the other day by Mr. 
Wasiiihgton Ikving, of the late Mr. Fox, British minis- 
ter at Washington, when at Paris, about sixteen years 
since. He must have been somewhat of a wag in his 
younger days. There was at the time an Irish lady, Mrs. 

G- , of some fashion, residing in Paids, who had a great 

passion for foreigners of rank. She had invited a large 
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party to dinner, on the first of April, when Mr. Fox wrote 
her 3, note, in the character of a Count of her acquainfr 
ance, infofining her that he had just arriTed, and request- 
ing to have the pleasure of introducing to her his Hunga- 
rian friend, the Prince of Seidlitz-Powderz, who intended 
to stay kit two or three days in Pai'is. With thia note 
was sent a card, ( 




Mrs. C immediately replied to his note, by invit- 
ing him and his friend to dinner. In the course of the 
morning, she caOed on two or three of her faahionahla 
friends, .who were to have soirees, requesting permission to 
introduce the Prince to them. The hour of dinner ai'- 
rived, but the Prince did not make Iiia appearance. The 
viands were kept back until they were nea,rly spoiled ; stUl 
BO Prince was forthcoming. Tte dinner was at last served. 
Various speculations were indulged, in the course of the 
repast, about tlie Piince ; what kind of a man he might 
be ; whether young or old, tall or short, dark or fair, 
etc A Hungai'ian present, did not know of suet a title 
among their nobility, and hinted, cautiously, that it was 
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possible lie might be an impostor. Mi's. C would 

not listen for a moment to such, a sugg'estjon. At length, 
about nine o'clock, a lettei-, with a black margin, was re- 
ceived from the Prince, regretting that he could not avail 

himself of Mrs. C ^'s kind invitation, as he had just 

heatd of the death of hia cousin, the Bishop of Epsoh- 
Saltz, who had died at Cheltenham I In a comer of the 
note was writtea ^Poisson d'Avril/^ 



Ak Indian was executed, not very manj yeai-s "imce, 
at Batavia, in this state. He was a singular genms, with 
all tJie indomitable indifference peculiar to his rat^ While 
under Benf«nce of death, he amused himselt with drawing 
rude sketches on the walls of his cell, with a piece of char- 
coal, representing himself undergoing execution. ' Here,' 
said he to the sheriff, one day, 'look here;' pointing to a 
sketch with three figures : 'See; man with sword — guess 
you: man with rope on his neck— too much choke; guess 
may-be me; see, lazy man, with book; guess, may-be 
minister ;' and therewith he smiled gi'imly. He kept up 
this spirit to the very last. He said one day, 'No use to 
De feller without you hell of a feller;' and when standing 
on the gallows, he rephed to the clergyman, who rebuked 
his indifference and stolidity with the remark, that he feared 
he 'would go l« hell,' 'A'b, jimms not;' (an Indian's ex- 
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pression of doubt, always ;) and with iJiese words scarcely 
out of his mouth, he was ' launched into eternity.' 



We have always thought these lines in 'Faust,' de 
scriptive of the death of a mother, to he very touching. 



The 'Tjinkee Trick' described by our Medford (Mass.) 
correspondent is on file for insertion. It is, in one of its 
features, not unlike the anecdote of an old official Dutch- 
man in the valley of the Mohawk, who one day stopped 
a Yankee pedler journeying slowly through the valley on 
the Sabbath, and informed him that he must ' put up ' for 
the day ; or ' it it vash neskessarp dat he sliould travel, he 
must pay de fine for de pass.' It was necessary, it seems ; 
for he told the Yankee to write the pass, and lie would sign 
it ; ' that he could do, though he did n't much write, nor 
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read writin'.' The pass was ^vritten and signed with the 
Dutchman's hierog-lyphics, and the pedler went forth. ' into 
the bowels of the land, without impediment.' Some six 
months aftei'ward, a brother Dutchman, who kept a ' store' 
farther down tlie Mohawk, ' in settling ' with the pious of- 
ficial, brought in, among other accounts, an order for 
twenty-five dollars' worth, of goods. ' How iah dat S ' said 
the Sundaj-ofBcer ; '/ never gives no order ; let me see 
him.' The order was produced ; he put on his spectacles 
and examined it 'YaSs, dat ish my name, sartain — 
ya^; but— ii ish dat d d Yankee pass !' 



A.B we write (it is twelve at night,) there prevdb with- 
out one of those February snow-storms that are of so 
marked a ctaracter aa even to task the memory of the 
' Oldest Inhabitant.' Truly of such it may be averred, 
they are not easily forgotten. Eleven years ago, we well 
remember, a ' like molestatioa of the enchafed elements ' oc- 
curred. But the present demands all our attention. Hark 
to the snow hissing against the window-panes ; to the 
' roaring wind that roars far off,' for the most part, but 
that now and then ' comes anear ' with a ' souffk ' that 
mates you shudder, and to the ear of the listener 'blazes' 
its way upon clattering window-shuttei's along the stormy 
street, as t2ie Indian 'blaaes' upon the forest trees his 
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pathway through tie wildevneEs I How at tiiia i 
the floods of Long-Island. Sound 'clap their hands!' 
How the breakers roar at Sandy-Hook ! How they tum- 
ble and foam and dash, at the Long-Branch of tlie high 
Jersey-coast 1 God help tie brave mariners on our shores 
to-nightl — and Heaven, defend the poor and destitute, in 
fiia vast wilderness of human dwellings, over whom the 
Storm Spirit now sails vntk dusky wing ! Children of 
Affluence I ye have ' ta'en too little caro of this ; ' 

O Ts I who. sunk in bads of down, 



ObiD o'er his elambtrs piles Uie diilty heap I ' 

To hundfeds in this crowded metropolis to-night there 
ia nothing ideal in this sad picture. Happy they, if, de- 
6pil« the wretchedness of their desolate habitations, a 
'clear dewy haven of 'rest that sweetens toil' envelopes 
them, and fitful glimmerings of cloud-skirted dreams ! ' 



n't usually meddle with polemical matters, 
:en no part in the 'High' or 'Low Church' 
ut are inchned in this connection to ask 
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whether the ' Episcopal Floating Chapels ' on the East and 
North, rivers are not ' High ' or ' Low ' churches, according 
to tlie state of the tide ? And speaking of tides, we have 
another quety, of a scientific character, to propound. 
There is a man on the south side of Long-Island, a man 
the periphery of whose aldennanic ' coi'poration ' is a mar- 
vel to strangers, who lives almost wholly upon the ^hy- 
draulic dams ' of that region, which are so proverbially 
' happy ' at high water. So great is the affinity of his 
gastric demands with the sea, that it k a weil-attested fact 
in the ueighhorhood, that his belly rises and falls with the 
tide. ' There is more in this than meets the eye, if Philo- 
sophy could but find it out.' 



What a miserable cynic of an old bachelor it must 
have been who wrote the ensuing description of marriage I 
He ' ought to be ashamed of himself;' 'Look at the 
great maes of marriages that take place over the whole 
world ; what poor, contemptible afiairs they are I A few 
soft looks, a walk, a dance, a squeeze of the hand, a pop- 
ping of the question, a purchasing of a certain number of 
yards of white satin, a ring, a minister, a stage or two in 
a hired carriage, a night in a country inn, and the wbole 
matter is over. For five or six weeks two sheepisli-looking 
persons are seen dangling on each other's arms, looking at 
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water-Ms, or making morning calls, and giizzling wine 
and caiee ; then every thing falls into the most monoto- 
nous routine ; the wife sits on one side of the hearth, tie 
husband on the other, and little quarrels, little pleasures, 
little cares, and little children gradually gather round 
them. This is what ninety-niae out of one hundred 
find to be the delights of matrimony.' "We read this a 
moment ago in the sanctum to a young lady of eighteen 
with large, bright eyes, red and dewy lips, a matchless 
figure — afi Gbofekby Crayon writes, 'just bursting from 
her boddioe ' — and she says she thints it ' atiyxaous,' and 
the man who wrote it a ' very great fool ! ' If the writer 
could have seen our fair ftieud when she said tiiia, we be- 
lieve that that would have been his opinion also. 



' We were lately amused,' says a wa^ish contempo- 
rary, ' at an ' art criticism ' delivered by a raw and unsus- 
pecting Jonathan, who had been quietly gazing at a gar- 
den in one of our suburban viDages, which among other 
ornaments, boasted several handsome marble statues. 
'Jest see what a waste!' observed our rural friend; 
' lliere's no less than six scare-crows in that little ten-foot 
garden patch, and ary one of 'em alone would keep off 
all the crows from a five acre lot ! ' That would have been 
t critidsm for the sculptor himself to hear, would 
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n't it ? He would n't have sculp'd again, ' we do n't 

Wb have done evil this day at die Ferry of Dobb, 
and remorse sifs at our heart and 'gnaws at its cruel leis- 
ure.' WTty should we have done the deed ? It waa not 
revenge ; it was not ambition ; it was not exactly wanton- 
ness; cruelty was not in all our thoughts. The scene it- 
self ; the pleasant summer day ; the cool woods ; the 
murmuring brook ; the happy little folk ; the twittering 
birds in the trees, and the chirping, 'peeping' ehickens, 
runniiig in and out of the grass in the green glade by the 
brook, following their anxious ' mother,' who seemed to 
know at once whea they were ' out ; ' all these things wore 
not suggestive of cruelty. But 'Young Knick,' had a 
cross-bow gun, one of the right tind, with trigger and all 
complete. The arrow was of pine ; light, and bulbous at 
the end. What it waa that tempted us, as we took the 
cross-bow in hand, to aim an arrow at that young mother 
of a hen, we cannot tell. We did n't want to see if we 
could hit her ; our object, 'if we know our own heart,' 
was fo see if we could n't — and we did n't. But the 
'fatal shaft' sped from the string, and look instant effect 
upon ihe hind-legs of a downy, tender yellow chicken, just 
emerging from a tuft of gi'ass. It fell, uttering a melan- 
choly peep, for it had received seiious ' internal injury.' 
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It was immediatelj taken up and conveyed to the nearest 
house. We ' sat on the body ' and discovered the follow- 
ing facts; the 'oa humeri' was broken in two places; there 
was a compound fracture of the ' pia-matei' ; ' the 'left cla- 
vicle,' in its ' lower limb,' was completely severed from the 
main trunk ; and the transverse-section of the smaller in- 
testine was collapsed at its junction with the liver and 
lights. 

The case was hopeless. Every thing that the best 
unprofessional medical skill could do to save the life of the 
little innocent was performed. But all in vain. Its throb- 
bing, fluttering heart ceased to beat at about one o'clock 
of the same day. It expired in the arms, and was washed 
by the pitying tears, of sympathetic little Joae. Then 
was the time for the lesson which we inculcated upon the 
sensitive hearts of the little by-standecs. We enlarged 
upon the heinousnesa, the guilt, of sucli carelessness, such 
thoTigbtleas cruelty, as they had that day witnessed ; until 
at length the tide began to turn in our favor. They began 
to lose sight of our practice in favor of our preaching, and 
to loot upon us, on the whole, as an 'insti'ument' de- 
signed to enforce a ' great moral truth ! ' Well, we did 
illustrate one ; namely, that any wt*ong-doing will always 
cany with it its own punishment in the shape of an nnevad- 
able remorse. We felt chicken-hearted aU day, after that 
' dreadful casualty,' 
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The ' Letter from. Mrs. Malaprnp ' liM little to recom- 
mend it, unless it be its sufficiently wretched orthograpty, 
wMoh certainly does not constitute wit, though it has the 
merit of nine in ten of the original Jack Downino's imi- 
tators. Mrs. Lavina Eamsbottom, now, was a model in 
this kind ! Her mistakes were natural, and her words 
were never forced. Her travelling ' daiiy,' containing the' 
' cream of her information,' overflowed with burlesque and 
humor. Having a little time on her hands previous to 
'embrocation in the packet for Callous in France,' she 
'took it by the fire-lock' and wont to see the ' School for 
the Indignant Blind ' near London, and also to Gantei'bury, 
to view its celebrated cathedral. ' The old Virgin who 
showed us the church, said it was an archypiseopal sea ; 
.but /see no sea, and I do n't think he could, for it was 
seventeen miles off.' After partaking of a 'cold collec- 
tion,' for which 'the charge' was 'absorbent' though it 
were for the ' Autograph of all the Russias,' she lepiu's to 
Dover, and embarks for France. While crossing the 
Channel she tells us that ' a fat gentleman fell into a fit of 
apperplexity and lay prostitute on the floor; and had n't 
it have been that we had a doctor in the ship, who imme- 
diately opened his temporary art«ry and his jocular vein 
with a lanceiot he had in hia pocket, I think we should 
have seen his end. All his anxiety in the midst of hia 
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distress was to be able to add a eroctodile to bis will 1 ' 
After amying in Paris, she visited all the curiosities ; 
among other things, the ' statute of Lewis QuiKzer, wbo 
died of a sore-throat, Heney Cartek (' no relation to the 
Carters of Portsmouth, unleas his posteriors have greatly 
degenerated in size and figure,') etc. At Rome she was 
much impressed witli the 'Vacuum where the Pope keeps 
Lis bulls,' but very much wearied with the Tedium that she 
heard sung at Su Peter's. 



Here is a good thing, quoted by a friend in connec- 
tion with a somewhat liindred anecdote which has ap- 
peared in the Knickerbocker ; 'The membere of a so- 
ciety in Maine, by dint of long exertion, had erected a 
small church. One of the number was dispatched to a 
large town to request a noted divine to take part in ifs 
dedication. Not getting his errand exactly, he simply ap- 
plied to the minister to come and dedicate our new 
church.' ' What part do yoa wish me to take!' said the 
clergyman. ' Why, we want you to dedicate the church^ 
was the reply. ' But do you wish me to deliver the ser- 
mon, or to make the opening prayer, or only to make 
some remarks?' ' Wliy,' exclaimed the brother, piqued 
at tlie obtuseness of the parson, ' we simply want yon to 
dedicate the church, the whole on't ; it 's only seventy-five 
feet hy fifty : want you tn dedicate it ! ' 



d=,Google 



'Under-done' Ap 



Much amused to-night witli an anecdote told in the 
sanctum of an ai'tist in ornamental glass, who was prepai 
ing pictures of three or four of the Apostles, for in oiiel 
window of a church in a floumhing weatein ui} He 
had just taken them from his fuina<,e, and wis showing 
tbem to some of tlio vestiy. ' Don't say my thing ahuut 
it,' said he, ' for it would n't bo noticed by one person out 
of a hundred, hut I do n't mind tclhng you m oocfidpnce 
Saint Peieb is a little cracked in the held , he waa too 
soft in the upper end ; but I 'av got i first late bike on 
Paul. Saint John, though, is n't more than half-baked ; 
1 1\ have to bake another John. But d' ever you see a 
better-baked Paul ! ' His remarks were entirely profes- 
sional ; nor had he the most remote idea of there being a 
double-meaning in any thing he was saying. 



1 observer and a sound roasoner, 
who said : ' Mankind are always happier /w havinc/ be&n 
happy ; so that, if you make them happy now, you make 
them happy twenty yeai's hence, by the memory of it. A 
childhood passed with a mixture of rational indulgence, 
under fond and wise parenla, difi'uses over the whole of 
life a feeling of calm pleasure ; and, in extreme old age, is 
the very last remembrance which time can erase from the 
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micil of man. No enjoyment, howeyer inconsiderable, is 
confined to tlie present moment. A man is the happier 
for life for having made once an agi'eeable tour, or lived for 
any length of time witli pleasant people, or enjoyed any 
considerable interval of innocent pleasure, which contri- 
butes to render old men so inattentive to the scenes before 
them, and carries them hack to a world that is past, and 
to scenes never to be renewed again.' 



We are obliged for tlie tind words of our ' Metoburgk 
Friend^ and for this anecdote of an odd character in that 
meridian : ' Riding in a stage-coach a short time since, 
we happened to have among others for a fellow-passenger 
an ardent teetotaller, who was descanting eloquently upon 
the gieat value and many excellent qualities of water, and 
especially of its prime necessity as a beverage ; declaring 
that nothing could be substituted in its place, etc. ; when 
an old gentleman, who had been listening with evident 
impatience, remarked, with rather a contemptuous look : 
' I hmn't nothing to say ag'in water ; I think it 's very 
good in its place ; but for a steady drink, g^ve me rum!' 
X sheuld just like you to have seen Teefotal's face when 
he heard this replj'. All tlie passengers looked grave for 
a second or so, {for the assumption was altogether as- 
tounding,) and then burst into a roar that made the stage- 
coach nng again.' 
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174 Thicks upon Travellers. 

Some one meDtJoned to us the otlier day the circum- 
stances of a fat querulous old felio ho as d n fiom 
a stage-eoach by passengers whom h Iiad aon yeil n th 
his gi'owlings and complainings, A gi was li 1 ted 
when at a preconcerted moment o e ot the i asse ge ■s ej. 
claimed, ' For God'b sake, Sir, put out th t fire I I hive 
four pounds of powder in my overcoat pocket ! ' ' Driver ! 
driver! stop! — stop/ — stopI' eifclaimed the victim of 
this ' gunpowder plot : ' 'Let me get out! — let me get 
out 1 There 's a man here with powder in his pockets, 
and he '11 hlow us all to the devil ! ' The complainant 
'ffot out' accordingly, in no small huiTy, and the passen- 
gers thenceforwaKl pursued the even tenor of their way, 
undisturbed by his farther annoyance. This anecdote re- 
minds lis of an occurrence which once took place at the 
long and picturesque bridge over tKe Cayuga lake, that 
middle-western bairiire, of which success or defeat, in 
limes of political excitement, &te now predicated. A wag 
from Syracuse, who with some half-dozen friends had been 
disporting at the pleasant and flourishing village of Seneca 
Falls, determined, on approaching the toll-gate in a sleigh, 
one stormy winter night, to ' nra the bridge.' ' Lie down, 
boys,' said he, ' in the sleigh, and when we get under the 
gate, gi'oan a littfe, and tremble, but do n't over-do it.' 
Here, get under these horse blankets.' They did so ; and 
when the sieigh came under the picket-draw of the bridge, 
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they began to moan and shake, so that ' it was piteous to 
see and eke to hear.' ' I have nothing less tian this teu- 
doUar bill,' said our wag, handing the gate-keeper a hank- 
note ; ' but for heaven's sake change it just as quick as 
ever jou can ! I have three fiiends in the sleigh who are 
almost dead with the small-pox, and I 'm in such an 

'Drive on I drive on I' said the temfied gate-keeper, 
handing back the bill ; 'drive on — pay next time I ' Above 
the whistling of the snow-laden wind which swept over 
that frozen Jake, and the trampling of the horses' feet on 
the bridge that night, the gate-keeper heard ike loud laugh 
of those wags, proclaiming that he had been 'taken in and 



Looking down from the roof of a high dwelling at 
night upon a great city, partly revealed by a conflagration, 
is to us a sublime spectacle. In the semi-glooin, uprise 
the towers, steeples, domes and cupolas into the heavens, 
now brightening now fading in the rising and sinking 
flame. The fai'-off clanking of the engines ; the subdued 
roar of human voices ; the faint crackling of the flames, 
and that monotone of raging fire which rises solemnly 
into the empyrean, and the restless patter of a thousand 
feet ; all these possess, to our conception, the element of 
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autlimjty. Looking up to the dark Hue star-begemmed 
dome above, one cannot lielp saying ivitii Bryant : 

'TKieplrltiBormuid, 
Quickening the reckless mess tbat sweeps along; 

And Ihlp efemal Bonnil, 
Voices and foolEills of the unnimibetea thtonR 

use tbe teaoiindiQE sea, 
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HUMBEB EIGHT. 



TTTE perceive by late English journals, that Dickens at 
I I the London Theatincal Fund dinner, among other 
things remarked : ' If any man were to tell me that he de- 
nied his acknowledgments to the stage, I would simply put 
t« hira one question — whether he remembered his firat 
play. I would ask him to cany back his recollection to that 
great night, and call to mind the bright and harmless 
world which then opened to his view,' "We thought of 
our first play, the other night at Binghamton. A com- 
pany of perambulating actois, and some of them very 
good actors too, including (he manager, a talented and 
gentleman-like person, were to perform at the court-house. 
So in the evening we went up with a few esteemed friends. 
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The stage was erected at one end, and the audience occu- 
pied the jury-bos, witnesses' stand, and the side-seats for 
spectators. The orchestra was a single fiddle, played at 
inten-als with great energy. Little boys were wallring 
continually about in the open space before the stage, ped- 
dling candy and pea-nuta. The drop-curtain was a ' fear 
ture.' It had the picture of a bird that might have been 
intended for the Bird of Jove, but ' by Jove ! ' it was such 
an eagle as we never saw before — nor since ! The whole 
scene ; the actors and the acting ; the fresh-hearted little 
boys looking on in wonderment ; the tinselled dresses and 
decorations ; all brought vividly back to us the memory of 
our first play. It was at the long-room of the village inn, 
and 'Messrs. Ailchbold, Tbowbiudob and Gilbert,' 
among other histrions, were the perfoimers. How wist- 
fuUy did we regard, that niglif, for the fii'st time, the 
patched and (aded mottled green curtain ; the flashing of 
shoe-biicklea, the gleaming of flesh-colored ' tights,' and 
tile sparkling of spangled garments, caught in glimpses 
beneath it. And the play — oh, ' it was grand ! ' It was 
' Zanga, or the Revenge,' and Mr. Arohbold, a mouthing 
old Stentor, ' did ' the hero. We expected much of him, 
for we had heai'd him say in the morning : ' The pawt of 
Zeq-gaw, Saw, is me favoiit* pawt. I played Zeg-ciaw 
at Kenendegwaw ; and Mr. Frbncbs Geeg-ohaw, one of 
the most intelligent of its citizens, pronounced it supawb 
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acting.' How the old mountebank did roar and rave I 
Then came 'The Village-Lawyer,' anotlier favorite 'pawt' 
of his ; and at tliis moment we can hear him say, in Lis 
affected, piping voice, ' Tkafs my signatur' — Timo'sy 
Sn-a-a-bl 1 ' There, too, we heard our first public singing, 
except at church. The curtain had descended upon the 
personages whose soitows were our own, and ' musing in 
melancholy mood,' we were gazing vacantly at tiie long 
row of tallow-candles placed in auger^holes in the boards 
of the stage, and at the fiddler who composed the orchestra, 
and who was reconnoitring the house. Presently a small 
hell was rung with a jerk. There was a flourish or two 
fmia the ' orehestra,' Another tinkle of the bell, and up 
rose the faded drapery. An interval of a moment suc- 
ceeded, during which half of a large mountain was re- 
moved from the scenery, and a piece of forest shoved up 
to the ambitions wood which had been aspiring to overtop 
the Alps. At length a young lady, whom we had just 
seen butchered in the moat horrid manner by a black vis- 
aged villain, came from the side of the stage with a smile 
which, while it displayed her white teeth, wrought the 
rouge upon her face into very perceptible corrugations, and 
made a lowly obeisance to the audienca She walked with 
measured step three or four times across the stage, before 
the flaring candles, smiling again, and 'hemming,' to clear 
her voice. A perfect stillness at length prevailed : ' awed 
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Consumption checked his chided cough;' every urchin 
suspended his cat-call, and ' the boldest held his breath for 
a time,' The fair vocalist looked at the 'leader,' (who hud 
nobody to follow him,) and commenced in hai'mony with 
his instrument. How touching to us was that song ! 
We shall never have our soul so enrapt again ; for that 
freshness of young admiration possessed our spirit which 
can come but once. The song was ' The Braes of Bal- 
quither' a Scottish melody as old and as lasting as the 
hills. We thought the audience would be precipitated in- 
to the bai'-room below, by the uproarious applause of voice, 
feet and hands, which followed this verse : 



Ah, well-a-day 1 — that was a ' good while ago, now ; ' 
but the interval has passed away like a dream of the 

Herb is a laughable instance of ^A Man short of 
Bible ; ' 'A reverend gentleman, while visiting a parish- 
ioner, had occasion in the course of conversation to refer to 
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the BiBLB,anii on. asking for tte 'article,' tlie master of the 
house ran to bring it, and came back with two leaves of 
the book in his hand. ' I declai'e,' aajs he, ' this is all 
we 've got in the house : I'd no idee we were so jiear out ! ' 



That was n't exactly the ' light thing ' that Geoeob 
"WiLKiNS Kendall, senior editor of the New-Orleans 
^Picayune'' daily journal, did down at the Brothers Har- 
PBHa' private ofBce, one pleasant moming in May, when 
'James' was 'His Honor the Mayor.' You see, the way 
of it was this ; When Gboboe went info the counting- 
room, he asked for 'The Mayor.' 'The Colonel' pointed 
to the adjoining piivate office, or raised 'sitting-room,' and 
SMd, ' He 's in there : there 'a a delegation there fi'om the 
female officers of ' The Martha Washihgton Temperance 
Sodety, of wtich 'the Mayor' is the honorary President.' 
' I 'U go in and see him,' said Kbndell. ' Do,' said ' the 
Colonel : ' ' I guess they "I'e about through ; they 'vo kept 
him talking there for some time now.' George entered, 
his face a little flushed, from a rapid walk down to Cliff- 
street ; and as he did so, he was made aware of the pres- 
ence of some two dozen members of the ' Martha Wash- 
iNOTOfT Teetotal Association,' in solemn conclave, their 
President, ' the Matob,' in their midst, with a face, partly 
from the warmth of the morning, and partly from excite- 
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ment, even more flushed, if anything, than -Kekdall's. 
Gborbe was received, heyond a slight greeting from ' the 
Mayor,' with ominous silence ; but he ' knew his course.' 
' Come, Harpbb,' said he, ' let 's go and get (mother drink ; 
it 'b 'leven o'clock,' he added, taking out hia watch ; ' aint 
you dry ag'in? /am!' 'The Mayor' saye he had been 
'taken aback ' before ; but the coolness and outrageous 
impudence of that ' tack ' could n't be beat ! ' The women 
looked daggers while Kbudail was pretending to be hur- 
rying me to go with him and take a drink called ' Moral 
Suasion ? ' 

A MOST ' extr'od'nary ' production is 'Metton^s British 
Oil.' Il must be, judging from the very remarkable cures 
which it has effected, as set forth in the proprietor's circu- 
lar. Do us the favor to remark the foUowing: 
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luwpjijtET OoiTERjLi, of the ' Bofil Tun,' CoTentrj, by b fall from 
-nhich Htndned hleuitlo; and Uhowisehls daughter cut des^eratolj 
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We have no Leaitation in pronouncing tJieae ' veiy re- 
markable cures : ' and to those who helieve them to he 
veiitable, we have no hesitation in commending the ' Oil ' 



The venorahle Doctor Cox, of Brooklyn, was driving 
out in thoughtful mood the other day in a one-horse wag- 
on, ill a narrow street in the suburbs of the town, when 
two wagons, one on each side, attempted to pass him. 
All three got stuck fast together, 'so that tJiej could not 
be moved.' After trying for sometime, a crowd began to 
collect around, and Doctor Cox began to grow red in the 
face, and lo remonstrate in strong torins, and with much 
repetition, against tho carelessness of one of the green de- 
linquents. At last the other replied, (and we suspect the 
wag must have known the Doctor,) I — I~I could n't 
help it : you know I could n't ; and what the d — 1 is the 
use of an old white-headed man like you standing there, 
sweariii! at me in that way ? — aweari^ at me for what I 
could n'c help ? What 's the use of steearin', any how ! 
I could n't help it, I tell you ; I did n't c/o to do it, 
o' course ; swearin' away at a fellow for what he did n'tpo 
to do !' The Doctor blushed, and looked a htOe guilty; 
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tlie charge was so outrageous, lie couldn't help it; and it 
was niado before a good many bj-slanders, who had often 
seen him in the pulpit. ' I moear at you ! ' exclaimed the 
Doctor, io utter amazement. ' Yo-il-a-a-s ! ' said the 
other, with prolonged and potent emphasis; ^swearin' 3.t 
a fellow like a trooper, when ho did n't go to get jou 
stuck!' The Doctor shrunk away abashed, being fairly 
driven from the ground. 



Beyant is remarkable for the ' word-pictures,' as the 
Gennans term it, which he strews so profusely through his 
poetical writings : often, by the use of a single vernacular 
expression, biinging before the I'eadec the moat distinct and 
delightful images. LoHOrBLLow possesses a kindred 
power. One hardly knows, sometimes, how his ' effects,' 
in artist-phrase, are produced ; but a nice study of liis lan- 
guage will generally reveal their source. Observe the pic- 
tnresqueness, the variety, the realily of scene, condensed 
in these few stanzas ; 
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The Mackina 



Do you remart, reader, the wide grasp, the life, action, 
visible motion, that pervade these lines? They compose a 
suecesaon of ' marine views' as pajpahle to sight as the 
colorings of the pencil. 



The sea-serpent has heea discovered again by an Eng^ 
lish captain, ofBcers and crew ; and the illustrated London 
journals contain portraits, 'half-size' and 'full-length,' of 
his snakesWp, accompanied by minute and authenticated 
descriptions of his 'person' and movements. We have 
been led to believe, from our own experience, that one may 
be very easily deceived in these water-reptiles. Toward 
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the twilight of a still day, near the end of July, 1847, 
Horace GaEULBY and ' Old Kmick.' hereof were seated 
on die broad piazza of the dark-yellow ' Miaaion-House ' 
at Michilimacldnac, looldng out upon the deep, dey) blue 
waters of the Huron, when an object, apparently near the 
shore, suddenly attracted our attention. We both ex- 
amined it through a good glass, and came to the mtitiial 
conclusion that it was an enoraious sea-serpent, elevating its 
head, undulating its humps, and 'floating many a rood' 
upon the translucent Strait. Such also was the opinion of 
the proprietor of the ' Mission House,' who in a ten yeai's' 
residence at Mackinaw had never seen the like befoi'e. 
'Away went Hoiu-Cb, and away' went 'Old Knick.' after 
him, down to the shore : and hut for most tremendous 
kangaroo bounds ' on behalf of tie party of the fii'St part,' 
and a sUght sticking in the mud of an intervening marsh, 
'on the part of the party of the second part,' 'this depo- 
nent affirroa and verily believes' that this deponent would 
have reached tlie beach aforesaid as soon as he, the said 
HoaACE did. When we had arrived, lo ! the object whicli 
had so excited our curiosity was nothing more than the dark 
side of a long undulating, unbroken wave, brought into 
clear rehef by the level western light which the sun had 
left in his track as he dropped away over Lake Michigan. 
We felt rather ' cheap ' as we came along back together ; 
and ' allowed ' that if they 'd seen at Nahant what we 
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had at MaeMnac, they 'd have awom that it was tlie sea- 
sefpent. ' Catch us doing any thing o' tluit kind ! ' etc. 



I KNEW an old man,' wiites a correspondent, 'who 
beheved that ' what was to be would he.' He lived in 
Missouri, and was one day going out several miles through 
a region infested, in the eariy times, by veiy savage Indians, 
He always took his gun. with him, hat this time he found 
that some of the family had it out. As he would not go 
without it, some of his fiiends tantalized him by saying 
that tliero was ' no danger of the Indians ; ' that he 
' would not die until his tirao had come,' etc. ' Yes,' says 
the old fellow, ' but suppose I was to meet an Indian, and 
his time had come, it would n't do not to have my gv.n ! ' 



Ebadgr, by your leave, we will give you some 'leaves,' 
as we sit in tlie light of a tranacendent morning, not yet 
fuliy dawned in ifa glory, surveying — whenever, for a mo- 

dow of the ' Pine Orehard House,' the magnificent scene 
spread out below, A white fog-serpent, a hundred miles 
in length, is undulating his humps along the Hudson, and 
with head erect, is moving gi'adually on toward Albany. 
The clouds, bom of yesterday's shower down the mouii- 
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tain, arose bright beneath us this morning, having washed 
their faces clean in their own rain during the night ; and 
now iiey hang far below, saturate with sunlight, like illu- 
minated billows of floating cotton. Toward noon, per- 
chance, ttey will gather together again, and fleeting with 
shadows the wide expanse beneath them, as they sail 
along, suddenly pause and 'discharge then' cargo,' the 
husbandman rejoicing the while, that at last. 



We have just been fancying the prospects of grandeur 
and beauty which may be commanded from the dawn- 
tipped mountains that bound the view on the north and 
east — the Groen Mountains of Vermont, old Monadnock 
and the mighty hills of the ' steady land,' whieh rise be- 
tween us and the distant river, that, calmly gliding, parte 
the abrupt peaks of Holyoke and Tom — the wide-spread 
fields, the peopled villages, humming with busy industry, 
the shining streams, and the white churches, upon which 
they look down. Come hither, ye cockneys, and denizens 
in populous cities pent, and inhale this mountain air ! 
How many a languid form, lying in sadness upon a bed of 
pain, awaiting his only solace, the footstep of his physician, 
'with healing in the creak of his shoes,' woidd bless this 
invigorating breeze ! What a conti'ast to the city is here! 
There, a red-nosed man, with a sandy peruke, walks about 
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the few small and dusty patches of faded green, (called 
'parks r) and tapping the reclining pedestiian with his 
baton, points to a by-law of the city's fathers, suspended 
from a stunted tree, where frowns denouncingly, ' Keep off 
the Grass ! ' There, the gutteral airs, hot and sultiy, 
would penetrate the obtusest olfactory, though guarded hy 
a dense moustache, bristling ' like the horns of a centi- 
pede ; ' airs embracing every variety of mauvaise odeur, 
from the green mantle of the standing pool, to the most 
piquant cat-effluvia. Here, on the Other hand, the whole 
city, placed on tlie vast plain below, would dwindle to a 
spect, and all the nations of the world might there stand 
assembled, without jostling. Here, there is no elaborate 
dirt. Hei'e, the mountain wind. 



would well-nigh revive the dying. But we are forgettinj 
that the Ka^tskills need not our poor blazon. 



'Did you know Doctor Weir?' asked an inquisitive 
gentleman in one of the Philadelphia cars, of a North- 
ampton country Dutchman, ' Doctor Veer ? ' he replied ; 
' well den, yaSs, I know'd him a little. I seen him onoe-t. 
We was on dat shteam-poat vat vash plow'd up mit t« 
p'iler bu'stin' by Pittsburgh dere ; and iv'en I vash goin 
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n de shore by de plank, he and de shmoke-pipe vash o 
i' down. 1 never seen him pefore nor since ! ' 



This ' woodea country ' of ours ts realJy be^nning to 
ba thought something of 'on the other side!' As the 
English cockney said of Niagara Falls, ' it is very clever : 
very I ' America ! — let us think how many at this mo- 
ment are 'on tte seas' approaching our shores! Every 
hour on the coasts of the old world representatives from 
the different nations of the earth are departing for this re- 
public ; every hour some vessel crowded with exiles from 
tempestuous tingdoms and principal; ties is neaiing our 
shores, or, while the ' shouting seaman dimhs and furls 
the sail ' in our harbor, is landing its human freight upon 
our piera. Come along, future ' fellow-dtizens ! ' We 
have thousands of square railea where the epidermis of the 
earth has never been scratched. There is room enough 
and there is work enough for all ; nor on this side of the 
'big brook' shall any of you 'eome nigh to perish with 
hunger.' What a proud thing it will be deemed, by-and- 
by, to be able to say, 'lam an American jdtizen / ' 



Suppose you just run your eye over this anecdote of 
' Giateliiv/ Pete' a half-witted country wight, and the 
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An lERt^.uLAP, 'Hevivalist.' lyi 

standiBg jeat of a little town in Ckameotiuut, wko came 
home one rainy Saturday iiiglit, so ' darkly, deeply, beau- 
tifuUj blue,' that he went to hed with his hat and boots 
on, ami his old cotton umbrella under his arm. He got 
up about two o'clock the next afternoon, drunk with last 
night, and took his way to the meeting-house. Eev. Dr. 

B was at his ' 17thly,' in the second of six divisions 

of a very comprehensive body of Hopkinsian divinity, 
when ' Guzzling Peie ' entered the church, with an e^ in 
each hand. He saw, as through a glass darkly, and with 
evident commiseration, a man in black, very red in the 
lace, for the day was oppressively warm, who seemed to 
utter something with a great deal of vehemence, while a 
considerable number of those underaeath him were fast 

asleep ; auiong them Deacon C , with his shiny-bald 

head leaning against the wall, Pbte, unobserved by the 
minister, balanced his egg, and with tolerable aim, 
plastered its contents directly above the Deacon's pate ! 
Hearing the concussion, the worthy divine paused in his 
discourse, and looked daggers at the maudlin visiter, 
' Never mind, uncle,' exclaimed the intruder : ' jest you go 
on a-talkin'; I HI keep 'em awake for you!'' By this 
time the congregation were thoroughly aroused. 'Mr. 

L ,' said the reverend pastor, with a seeming charity, 

which in his mortification he could scarcely have felt, and, 
addressing a ' tiding-man,' near the door, 'Mr. L— — , 
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won't you Lave tlie Madness to remove that poor creature 
from the aisle ? I fear that he is sicL' ' Sick ? ' stam- 
mered oui' qualmish hero, aa he began to confirm the feara 
of tie clergyman by very active symptoms; 's-i-c-A:? — 
yes, and it 's enough to make a dog aicfc, to ' sit' under such 
preachin' as your'n : it 'a more 'n I can stand under ! 
Yea, tate mo ont : the q^uicfeer the Isotter ! ' 



We often pause beneath the half-closed blinds of some 
public hospital, and picture to oui'self the gloomy and niou™- 
ful scenes that are passing within. The sudden movement of 
a taper, aa its feeble ray shoots from the thickly-set windows, 
until its light gradually disappears, as if it were carried 
farther back into the room, to the bed-side of some suffer- 
ing patient, is enough to awaken a whole crowd of reflec- 
tions ; the mere glimmering of the low-burning lamps, 
which, when all other habitations are wrapped in darkness 
and slumber, denote the chamber where so many forms 
are wi'ithing with pain, or wasting with disease, is sufficient 
to check the most boisterous merrirnent. Who can 
tell the anguish of those weary hours, when the only 
sound the sick man hears, is the disjointed wanderings of 
some feverish alumberer near him, the low moan of pain, 
or perhaps tlie muttered, long-forgotten prayer of a dying 
man ? Who but those who have felt it, can imagine the 
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sense of loneliness and desolation wliicb. must bo the por- 
tion of those who in the hour of dangerous illness are left 
to be tended by strangers : for what hands, be they ever 
so gentle, can wipe the clammy brow, or smooth the rest- 
less bed, like those of mother, wife, or child ? 



Tkbee are very few pei-sons in the Empire State who 
Lave not heard of Elisha Williams, the eminent advo- 
cate, of Columbia county. A friend has just mentioned 
to 113 an anecdote of him which is well wortK recording. 
He had been listeninn^ to an antagonist who was rather a 
dull speaker, and who had infused into bis summing-wp a 
vast deal of fustian. Mr. Williams rose when he had 
finished, and said : ' Gentlemen of the jury, if I did not 
feel strong in the justice of my cause, I should fear the 
effect Tipou you of the eloc[uent harangue to which you 
have just listened. That, gentlemen, was a splendid, a 
magnificent performance. I admire that speech, gentle- 
men of the jury— I always admired it. I admired that 
speech wben I was a boy !' It is needless perhaps to add, 
that tliis compliment was not lost npon the jury, 



' TiiERK goes tte old Dutchman who had the danger- 
is geese 1 ' exclmmed a friend in the country the other 
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day, calling our attention to a Dutahman of tte oldest 
' scbool,' who was walking slowly along the road. We 
asked an explanation : ' Why, when the Yankees first began 
to settle in here, he was joined one morning by a slab- 
aided specimen of 'em, as he was picking up the quills 
that his geese had dropped, in their chattering morning 
waddles, by the edges of an oblong pond at the road-side, 
Pi'esently one of the geese stretcfied out his long neck at 
the Yankee, who started and ran as if a mad dog were at 
his heels. ' I dold him,' said the old Dutchman, ' not to be 
avraid ; dat de geese would n't hurt um any ; but de geese 
did run after him dough, clear over de hill a-waya; and 
none of 'em would n't give um no rest any more, when- 
ever he come along the sdreet I p'lieve dey had a ahbite 
ag'in de Yankees. Meln Gott ! it 's eurioiB, dough, but 
de geese always went away, and did n't come back any 
fliorel' The secret of that was, that the Yankee, who 
was so .afrmd of the Dutchman's geese, had thrown out 
kernels of corn, among which was one with a fish-hook 
attached. Once swallowed, the angry goose was soon in 
tow after the flying fugitive. 



' The subject of the following anecdote,' writes a 
fnend, ' is an old and respectable physician, who is now a 
very strenuous temperance man, although in his young days 
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he sometimes ' patronised the groceries' over much. Od 
one occasion, having indulged very freely in a variety oi 
spirituous decoctions with some boon-companions, he 
mounted his mare and started for home. He had not 
gone far before the inconsiderate ' commingling of spirits ' 
in his stomach gave lise to such a furious rebellion that he 
was fain to dismount and come to an anchor against a. 
large log by the road-side, -where he commenced a process 
of upheaval that was traly alarming. "While engaged in 
these spasmodic efforts at relief, he wa.s accosted by a trav- 
eller, who, with true Yankee solicitude, enquired what was 
the matter. The inebriate, in an interval of his paroxysms, 
gniffiy replied, that he 'had traded horses, and was very 
sick of his bargain ! ' 

'There is perhaps no feeling of our nature so vague, 
so complicated, so mysterious, as that with which we look 
upon the cold remains of our fellow-mortals. The dignity 
with which Death invests the meanest of hia victims in- 
spires lis with an awe that no living thing can create. 
The monarch on his throne sinks beneath the beggar in 
his shroud. The marble features, the powerless hand, the 
stiffened limb — oh, who can contemplate these with feelings 
that can be deiined ! Th^e are the mockery of all our 
hopes and fears — our fondest love, our fellest hate, Oan 
it be that we now shrink almost with horror from the 
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touch of the hand that but yesterday was fondly clasped 
in our own S Is that tongue, whose accents even now 
dwell in our ears, for ever ctained in the silence of death ? 
Those dart and heavy eye-lids, are they for ever to seal up 
in darkness the eyes whose glance no earthly power could 
restrain ? And the Spirii which animaf«d that clay, 
where is it now? Does it witness our grief? does it share 
our sorrow ? Or is the mysterious tie that linied it with 
mortality bi'oken forever? And remembrances of earthly 
scenes, are they to the enfranchised spirit as the morning 
dream or the fading cloud ? ' Alas ! ' all tiat we knov) is, 
nothing can. be known,' until we ourselves shall have passed 
the dread ordeal I 
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HOW Blossom of Canacdaigaa did love a joke for the 
joke'a sate! We must mention one. Lobstera were 
formerly quite scarce at Canandaigua, on account of tieir 
not being found in the watei'a of Canandaigua Lake, nor in 
the streams circumjacent. , Blossom tad been to the city, 
procured a fine one, packed it carefully, and took it home 
with him. The fact was duly proclaimed, the lobster 
boiled, his friends invited — -and the supper came off. 
"Hiere was a quaint, dogmatical old fellow, a shoe-maker 
named Johnson, an authoiity in the village, who had 
lost all his teeth but two, and those were in opposite sec- 
tions of his mouth. He had never seen a lobster, nor had 
the slightest idea of what kind of an animal it was. 
Blossom, tipping the wink to his confrfires, helped him to 
one of the daws, 'as lai^ as a stone,' and about as hard. 
'How do you eat the 'tamal thing, any how!' said 



d^vGoogle 



198 A Joke ih 'Full Blossom.' 

Johnson. '0 go right ahead with it,' repHed Blossow, 
'just as it ifi : need n't be afraid of it: do n't want any 
seasoning,' 

After very diligent but somewhat protraiited efforts, 
the old man succeeded iu drilling a hole, and establishing a 
suck, got a taste of the interior. Seeing this position of 
affairs, Btosaosi, with the most imperturbable gravity, in- 
quired ; ' Well, how do you get along ? — how do you 
like it ? ' ' Waal,' said the old man, ' I kind o' like tlie 
peth OB 't ! ' The company only smiled ; they did n't 
laugh, until the old gentleman left : and he do n't kuow 
any thing about it to this day — they were so polite and 
well bred 1 

Blossom's sftmtlt, botO 'g^J* 
A friend of ours top^ dth htel ttt 
and took his se t th bl n^ fi It d f 

quite a large 1 f m k P «s tly f f ily 

dressed young gtl td l][gthth 

circle, planted h m If d tJy f t f f th g 

tiemen enjoying h H h pecto t g 

sundry direction b tw hi 1 th d 

curves, and, astw fitfJpet ftac 

imdating a full pily 1 t t ht 1 Tl 

young dandy, jp h 1 g th dsch ^ m d 
aide. 'Do n't st S d t d turb j If d th 
smoker : 'I think I ca p t (A ffh _ 
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A LEGAL friend of oiivs thu other day was about en- 
tering a haberdasher's shop in Broadway, when a young 
buck, with a lai^a moustache and small income, born like 
jArpiBtt with ' elegant desires/ drove up a pair of spank- 
ing bays, glittering with tlieir splendid caparison. ' Ah, 

G ,' said he, ' how do do? — how do do? How d' 

you like me ho'aes 1 Fine animals, but very costly. 
What do you think I gave for the pair V 'I guess you 
gave your note / ' said G — — . ' Good mawiiing ! ' re- 
sponded the blood ; ' good mawning : ' 



Every thing is comparative. What is ' a long life,' 
for example ! How old was Methuselah before he had 
' sowed his wild oafs ! ' What time did he leave off weai^ 
ing frocks? He may have been a 'hard boy' at four 
hundred, and pei-haps exhibited infant precocity even in 
his hundredth year 1 'At the river Hypania, (we quote 
fi'oni the ' Tusculan Questions,') which on the one side 
flows into the Pontus, Aiustotle says there are little ani- 
mals grow, which live only one day. Those then that die 
at the eighth hour, die at an advanced age; those that 
Jive unlJl sunset, at a very old age. Compare our longest 
life with eternity, and we shall be found almost in the 
same brevity of life as these little animals are ! ' 
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Ir the unhappy young man who has recently filled 
the journals of the metropolis with the details of his folly 
and crime could, before yielding to temptation, have 
looked in upon the state-prisoDers at Sing-Sing, as we did 
the other day, surely he would have shrunk back fix)m 
the vortex before him. Poor wretches, in their best es- 
tate ! How nan'OW their cells ; how ceaseless their toil 
what a negation of comfort their whole condition ! I 
was a sweltering August day, breathless and 
but there was no r^t for the eight hundred unhappy 
viets who plied their never-ending tasks within those walls. 
Stealthy glances fi'om half-raised eyes ; pale countenances, 
stamped with meek submission, or gleaming with powei 
less hate or impotent malignity ; and 'hard labor' in the 
fullest sense, were the main features of the slall-life scene, 
as we passed thi'ough the several work-ahopa. But what 
a picture was preaented, as their occupants came swarming 
into the open court-yard at the sound of the bell, to pro- 
ceed to their colls with their dinner I From the thick atmo- 
sphere of the carpet and rug shops, leaving the clack of 
shuttles, the dull thump of the ' weaver's beam,' and the 
long, confused perspective of cords, and pulliea, and pat- 
terns, and multitudinous ' hamess,' they poured forth ; 
from murky smithys, streamed the imps of Vuloak, grim 
as the dark recesses from which they emerged ; from doors 
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which open upon interminahle rows of close-aet benches 
bu st fo th the kni^tte of the anl and hammer the rub- 
a 1 b of tlie ope s n-ill the c eik of h s sha n,^ 
kn fa w e still tie stone h mn er w s a lent and tl e 
cou t yi d n-ts full of tkat st ped ew I C od ot com 
pass on! whitas^ht t wa^ to ee that motley mult tu le 
t. ke up m gin^ then h mil atin^ u r h H ge 
groes, velte-i g n the teat, wee ntc'spersed im n^ 
the 1 net, hinds enma n w th murde rested npon the 
shoulde-s of bemga yo ng alike in yea s and enme the 
n t m of te tial ty pressed ag anst the heart 1 oken tool 
of the soatbless yillain ; and all were blended in one I's- 
voltJng masa of trained soldiera of guilt; their thousand 
legs moying as the leg of one man ; all in silence, save 
the peculiar sound of the sliding tread, gi'ating not less 
iipon the ear than the ground. One by one, they took 
their wooden pails of dingy and amphibious-looking food, 
and passed on, winding up the stairs of the different sto- 
ries, and ati'eaming along the nairow corndoiB to their 
solitary cells. 

It was altogether too much for the tender heart of 
poor Ella, this long procession of the gangs. As they 
passed on in slow succession, her lip began to quiver ; and 
one after another drops of pity rolled down her cheeks : 
' tears, silent tears ; ' but they will be held in remem- 
brance. 



d^vGoogle 



Eevived a good many pleasant memories ki-daj, in a 
walk along the Groton aqueduct, to the charming ' Sunny- 
side' of GEOFrsEY Chayok. Along where we once so 
often walked on the same agreeable eiTand, there have 
latelysprungup two or three 3mal] villages. We found farm- 
ers mowing the aque 1 ct n everal pla^ses where it runs 
through, meadows cl pj. ng ts steep slopes to the very 
top. ' Old Knick went do vn the grassy declivity, and 
asked permission ot a farn er a nobleman of nature,' to 
mow a little. The favor wis readily granted. With the 
memory of a recent aeh evement of tie same kind freshly 
in mind, the jotter do vn hereof addressed himself to his 
pleasurable taskt fii t w! ett g ff the scythe, 'from heel 
to p'int,' after the ajj ovcd m-inncr of that preparatory 
exercise, and then st-aldl ng forth, to the mowing. After 
a few vigorous cuts with the scytlie, we became aware of 
some doubts in the mind of the gentleman whose instru- 
ment we were, as we fancied, very dexterously wielding. 
His first words mortified us. We were doing our best. 
We looked for encouragement : we may say, indeed, that 
we fully expected applause. Judge, then, what must have 
been our surprise to hear these words, uttered in a tone 
which was scai'cely less ungrateful than the language 
which conveyed the 'expression of the idea by articulate 
sounds:' 'You do n't know nofhin' about mowin' I ' We 
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thought we must have misconceived the ohaervation, and 
said ; ' Is n't that cut close ? ' ' You do n't know nothm' 
about mowin' !' was now repeated, m hnguige toD plam 
to be ffiiaundei'Stood '. ' sart'in, you cut dust enough , too 
clust, if any tiling ; in our style o' mowiti , m these parts, 
we do n't generally cai'e to slice the stones off lite a cow- 
CTimher. You can't mow I Fust place, you stand too fur 
off. You 'd break your back in an hour, that way o' 
mowin'. You do n't come up to your work : why do n't 
you come up to your work ? ' Come up to our vxo'k ! — 
' marry, come up ! ' We went out of that meadow, after 
these uncalled-for remarks, with a very indifferent opinion 
of the style of mowing in that neighborhood. We did n't 
comment unkindly upon ilmr style of mowing, although 
it was e^entialiy different fi'om ours ; then why should 
they so flippantly critjoise ours % We did our best, in our 
•manwir. We left the rows of sweet-scented hay-cocks, 
the loaded hay-wagons, the horses switching their tails and 
munching the new-ciit gi'sas, with, a feeling of sincere re- 
gi^et, that mere envy of so simple a thing as that of a su- 
perior style of cutting grass with a scythe should be per- 
mitted to embitter the thoughts of the two husbandmen, 
who, for some reason or other, we fancied to be sneeringly 
jocose between themselves as we came away. We inferred 
so, ' from a remark they made.' ' Guess he tlumght he 
could mow — he seemed taV 
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We had many delightful things to remember, aa 
we camo away froQi Suonjside, by tke dusty and noisy 
Hudson River Eail-i'oad, ttie next morning ; a pi'o- 
protracted sitting with our Lost, aud other the lilie agree- 
able pereona, with much memorable discourse ; a pleasant 
sleep in the ' spare room ' for a spare man, interrupted 
only by a "riait, in the ' dead waste and middle of tbe 
night,' from the ghost of the lady who ' died of \m e and 
green apples' in the old Van Tassel mansion, etc , but 
our pleasant reminisceaces were intenupted, and our feel- 
ings ' hurt,' by the slighting remarks (f tho«e T^riytown 
farmers. Agriculture can never reach any gieit perfec- 
tion, we fear, along the line of the Lioton iquedui-t, be- 
tween DoDB his Ferry and 'Sunnyside Cottage.' The 
farmers ai'e too concwted — too much wedded to o!d ob- 
servances. 



That was a somewhat eooi reply which was given hy 
a boai'der to a landlord in San Francisco, when he asked 
him for the 'amount of his little bill.' 'You have now, 
my dear Sir, been boarding with me for a month, and I 
have not troubled you ; but I am now seriously in want 
of the money. Every thing I purchase for tJra house is at 
a high figure : and I really can't afford to lie out of your 
bill any longer.' 'Can't af-ford it I ' esciaimed the delin- 
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queiit ; 'then why the d — ~— 1 do n't you sell out 
body that can afford it 1 That 's your best way ! 



Has the city I'esider ever passed along Chatham 
Square, and through the street fi'om which it deiives its 
name, without hearing the eternal din of hammeTs closing 
bargains up, and the uproarious vociferations of the opera- 
te — thtblgpti fa pa3ser-l)y, 
wh y t d I th 1 y f h own quiet 
11 gh 11 ly ecall d I ^ f B dl m ; aa im- 
1 tl t ply i 

t 1 t d 1 

saw tl witl Ii li 

te h f hm tr i a^ 

1 t. Tl It 

h f 

th at, w tt a w i 
ing about on a long stick, which be holds in his hand, while 
he vociferates at the pedestrian auditory, who sometimes 
g[ance_ at him in passing, ' Twent' — 'five ! Thirt' — thirt' 
— thirt'-five, for them panfa !' Much practice has made 
him an automaton, to all intents and purposes. But the 
most distinguished of auctioneers, is the vender of oil-paint- 
inga ; and the class has gi'eatly multiplied, since it has been 
ascertained that at least an hundred 'original pictures,' on 
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one and the same subject, and by the same renowned 
master, may be sold here from one auction mart. GoiD- 
SMiTH speaks of a man wlio, having disposed of a petrified 
lobster, which he had accideutly found, at a great bargain, 
straightway set about the manufacture of the article, and 
drove a wholesale trade in that unique line. The picture- 
vender acts upon this hint, and he succeeds equally well. 
He deals in hugs, well presei'ved ; hum-hugs, of the first 
water. Hogarth, we remember, has a picture of Time, 
with a pipe in his mouth, whiffing smoky antiquity upon 
a fresh painting. Your modern picturi'-venders better un- 
derstand the matter. We have recently read, in some of 
our periodicals, a brief account of the knowledge of art 
and the great artists which they display, but it did not 
come up to the reality. The great successor of Madame 
Malaprop, who flourished in England some ten or twelve 
years ago, could alone, were she among us, do justice to the 
autioneer of modern paintings by the old masters. ' Hei*,' 
he exclaims, holding up a rather confijsed and mottled 
composition, ' is a splendid pictur', by a very ancient mas- 
ter of arts. You see the frame is old and worm-eaten, and 
there is the year ' 1S28 ' on the back of it It is the in- 
terior of a cathedral in Spain, or else in Italy. They are 
a-worshippin' inside; the priest, up by the candles, is veiy 
much incensed with the smoke that the boys is a-whirlin' 
round his head ; and the c[uire 's a-singin' a tedium : but 
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look at your catalogues; it 's all in tliem.' "This pictur' 
was exhibited My years in the Vacuum at Rome, where 
the pope teepa his celebrated bulla. "What 's bid for 't ? 
la five hundj'ed dollars named, to start it? Five hun- 
dred do I hear ? ' This is struck down to a spectator at 
the farther end of the room, and another rises to view, 
with two naked figures in the fore-ground : baclied by 
trees that are very, very gi'cen, and skies extremely blue. 
' This gem of painting, gen'Jemen, is a chef-dowver of De 
BurF ; his celebrated ' Adam and Eve expulsed froni Pa- 
radise.' Is three hundred dollars bid for this l It was 
sold for six hundred guineas in London ! Is fifty dollam 
bid? Fifty — ^ fifty — going 1 Tmirs, Mr. Suokedin.' 
This was followed by a painting which seemed to repre- 
sent a street-view. 'Here, now, is a treasure! It is a 
scene in the su-burbs of the city of Venice, that a gen'le- 
man, who was here to see it this morning, called the ' Place 
Louis Quinzy,' named after a French ofBcer in Napo- 
leon's army, who caught cold a-travellin' in the same 
stage-coach at night with a wet nurse, and died of the 
quinzy sore-throat I did n't Jiear of this in time to put 
it in the catalogue; but they say the first thing a traveller 
does, when he gets to Venice, is to hire a horse, and ride 
out to look at it. How much for it?' The piece went 
for fifty dollars. ' You will find it,' said the auctioneer, ' a 
very cheap pictur' — and he did. 
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We remember to have seen an anecdote of an enthusi- 
astic but ignorant lover of old paintings, of whose mania 
advantage was taken by every Jiuekater of pictures for 
leagues around him. ; and his love of being deceived, may 
be gathered from the following colloquy with an amaleui' 
friend ; ' Come up and see me to-moiTow, my boy, and 
I HI show you a picture that is a picture — an undoubted 
original. I want your unbiassed judgment of it. Titian 
Smith was over to look at it, yesterday, and had the im- 
pudence to say tliat it was a copy — the ignorant ramus ! 
By Jove ! I 'd like any other man to tell me so ! Curse 
me, if I should n't be tempted to knock him down ! But 
come up to-morrow, and give ua your candid opinion of 
its merits. I'd like fo know what jiom ib'nk of it' There 
can be no doubt, we presume, that the painting was not 
considered a copy. 

Up and away over the superb New-York and Erie 
Eail-road, if you would have a ti'ip that is better wortli 
making than any one of the same distance out of Grotham. 
The blue mountains, swelling hills, and fertile vales of 
Kocklsnd and Orange ; the vast embankments and rocky 
ravines, cut by the hands of man through the lofty Sha- 
wangunfe ; the terrific ' Glass House Kocks,' the rushing 
Delaware and the lonely Susquehanna, these of them- 
selves would well repay the traveller. Much good sport had 
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our pleasant party, Ashing in the Calicoon and Shingletill. 
One there was of us, a 'personable' youth, with silky 
moustache, and 'dark-locks flowing free,' who would have 
inveigled more trout to taste his hoot, but for his habili- 
ments, Tlie 'fashionable plaid' ' clock '-stockings, of a 
pink stiipe, and paten trleather shoes adorned his lower 
membere hence, accoutred as he was, ' Old Knick.,' ' in 
rustic garb, thick-booted to the thighs,' listening to his 
urgent sohatationa to be borne across the deep and boil- 
ing brook, did essay to do that same, ' As jEsbas did 
Anchises bear,' he took the youtt upon his back and set 
forth for the other side. Now it so chanced (quite as unex- 
pectedly as the elder Wellhr'b upset of the coaoh-Ioad of 
voters) tliat when arrived at the deepest and most tumultu- 
ous part of the stream, an unlucky missteji, and some little 
fetJgue, compelled the 'wnter heieof,' although, against 
vehement remonstrance, to set his buithen down I Have 
n't been so ' sorry ' for seveial years as we were at that 
' accident,' and so we remarked at the time, but with very 
little eifeet, we thought, to the 'complainant,' after he had 
scrambled up the bank, through the tangled bushes, and 
sat croakmg on an old log, a ' dem'd moist, unpleasant 
body I' 

Beem ' a-crabbing ' to-day, off the little nai'row dock 
at Dobb's. What 'game' they are, those sprawling shell- 
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flah I They 'H bite any thing, from an old rag up to a 
ragged piece of meat. They are not ' what you may call 
a han'sum critter:' they cannot he deemed an 'orna- 
ment to society.' They are better ' as a meat' than as a 
personal friend and oorapanion.. This ' red right Iiand ' 
beara witness of that. You cannot touch a crab's betr 
ter nature: 'leastways' lee could n't. The one we 
tried we thought a model-specimen ; but he pinched, 
scratched, 'dug in,' and ' held on : ' upon us, too, who de- 
fended his whole race down at Fire-Island one day — one 
Fourth of July, There was a broad shallow tub of water 
that was full of them, in the shade of the house ; and 
there they floated and sprawled, in true 'independence' 
fashion. When their claws, were extended, w^s of boys 
would set flre-crackers on end in their joints, which tJiey 
would firmly grasp, 'right end up with care,' Into tha 
claws of a big lobster, floating in their midst, a 'Tbitoh 
among minnows,' the boys placed an erect wooden pistol, 
with a slow match, made of a ' cracker,' having immedi- 
ate connection with the touch-hole. This was the 'great 
gun' of the marine party. This masked piscatorial float- 
ing-battery was 'operated' at one and the same time, and 
a victim dropped (to the bottom of fhe tub) at every suc- 
cessive discharge. We thought this cruel sport at that 
time ; but ' by this hand ' we thiuk now tliat it ' served 
'em right ! ' 
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We have n't heard in a good wh le f t mo i 
ing take-ia tian was perfiirmed 1 ^ in auct u ee a 

Bm;ill village of 'Down East.' A fidd e 1 ad just been 
bidden off at a ' high figure ' hy a 'c te 'i i tee but tl e 
auctioneer was cuter still. ' How n u h sa i he after 
passing the buyer his purchase, how m h mofi ed for 
the bow? — how mwch? — how rau h moffe eJ for the 
BOW?' 'Hello! you! — that's mne sail tie aston 
ished purchaser. 'Wal, that is rich replel the aue 
tioneer — 'tkcidedly richl Guess you must be fomthe 
ted'ntry. Wbo bids for the bow ? How nut noftered 
for the how ? — how much ? bow mi 1 fo the bow l A 
naf, naf, naf, naf ; Pass up your change y u h y de ^l 
you would n't a-come in, 'spect, except t g t eout o the 
sun. Guess you must be from the ke ! t y How m ch 
'moffered for the bow P The bow was finally bid off by a 
shrewd by-stander, who saw a chance for a little ' spec,' 
and sold to the victim who had bought the fiddle, at a iai'ge 
advance on the original cost. 



To be on eai'tb '«d more ; ' to be buiied in the cold 
ground and foi'gotten ; to solve the great mystery of the 
grave ; how we almnk from it 1— how the best start ap- 
palled at the thought ! The ' last time,^ too, bow these 
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two. words fall upon the susceptible heai't! To us this 
thought is so impressive, that ifj on leaving an apartment 
in some dwelling that we may never visit again, the idea 
occurs to tis that we are leaving it for the last time, we re- 
turn at once to give the lie to our fears ; and so in bidding 
farewell to a friend, if we are reminded by this spectre of 
' the last time,' we make it a point to see him once more, 
and hid him again, as if by accident, a hasty and less 
formal adieu. It is astonishing how this idea of death will 
permeate the brain. Looking, for example, at a clock, you 
wonder when fliat hour-hand or that minute-hand shall 
mark the end of yonr pUgrimage ; when eacb shall stop; 
■when with ^ou ' time shall be no longer,' and ' the shadow 
shall go back upon the dial.' And as you think of this, 
you recall the thousand places, in all changes of the sear 
sons, wtere thoughts of 'the last bitter tour' have come 
upon you : in the old wildernesses ; by the solemn shore of 
ocean, where silent and thoughtful you have walked alone ; 
or gazing from some lofty mountain-top at the great sun 
in the biightness of his rising, or cloud-curtained, sinking 
slowly in the evening west ; or at the moon careering in 
the firmament of night, with all her attendant stars : all 
these, ever-living and moving, and full of life though they 
he, have reminded us a thousand times of death. Yet 
'God tempers the wind to the shorn lamb:' and He less- 
ens the dread of the Destroyer as we gradually approach 
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his dai'k domain. We do not drop at once into sleep, 
tiiat 'calm relative of daath,' but as slumber creeps gradu- 
ally upon us, and one by one the senses yield to its eway, 
so Death, the antagonist of wakeful life, who walks his 
unceasing rounds, and sooner or later stops at every man's 
door, lulls us by slow degrees into that sleep which can 
know no waking, till eai'th and sea ' heave at the ti'ump of 
God!' 

Did you ever know an Irish servant that had n't a 
dozen 'cousins ! ' A friend of ours says that he once for- 
bade them his kitchen : but it was of no use. They 
came, and when he came, they were concealed. His 
kitchen-chimney smoked one day, lie knew not wherefore. 
He knows now. He says a kitchen-chimney mil smoke 
when there is a joumeyra an -baker up the fine! This 
seems re^son^ble 



DuRiNa tlie war oi 1812 it chanced- that a 
was espei,tcd in tie town of Lyme, situated, at the mouth 
of the Connectuut rnei The ' spirit of the times' had. 
previously manifestel itself in militia-gatheiings and or- 
ganizations an! the in lividual who had undertaken fo 
discipline the rustics m the art of war was one Captain 
Tinker, who had advanced his company to a high state of 
' theoretical practice,' through the aid of broom-sticks and 
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coni-stalts, iuterspersed here.antl there with 3 rusty old 
' Queen Varm.' Well, several ferocious and determined 
' pai'ades ' were executed, in anticipation of the enemy's 
advent. Balls were cast, guns scoured, flints picked, and 
the 'troops' were set to work in digging a trench which 
should command the entrance of the river, under the su- 
pervision of Colonel 8 , who was a veteran of tlie 

revolution. It was not long before some gun-boats were 
seen approaching, closely followed by two English frigates ; 
and as they came within range, a shot or two was fired. 
The 'troops' were all duly entrenched; and thrust 
through their embankment, the muzzles of two ciilverins, 
fully charged with death-dealing matSriel, stood ' giinning 
grim defiance ' to foreign invasion, and awaiting the chaige. 
But at this juncture our doughty captain was not to be 
found. The valiant colonel had ridden up and down the 
lines in vain in search of him ; but at length he espied in 
the distance a dirt-covered head bobbing up and down oc- 
casionally from the ground, whose ' continuations ' were 
evidently busily engaged in finding the bottom of a deep 
hole. In the summer-tide of passion, the colonel rode up 
to the spot and exclaimed : ' What the devil are you do- 
ing in that hole, Captain Tinkkh? Why are you njst at 
the head of your troops?' 'Troops be d^d!' replied 
the captain ; ' it 's their business to take care of them^ 
selves: this is m^ hole: Idug it last night; and the cussed 



d^vGoogle 



'Exercised in Puayer.' 215 

Britishers can hit me if tliey kin — let'em shute ! Let 
the troops git under their sand-bank if they do n't want 
to git hit: (Aeygotone!' Was n't this an exhibition of 
the 'hettei- part of valor' in a commanding officer f 



Some montha ago & ppMOH v.a& committed to jail in 
Northampton, Massachusetts, and placed in a room with a 
maniac, who had been confined there temporialiy, previous 
ta his being taken to the Insane Ho'ipital at Brattleboi-o'. 
After tho new-comer had'tutoed m'for the night, his 
crazy chum ordered him up, and told him to dress him- 
self and then make a prayer, or he would choke hiin to 
death ! There was no way but to obey, and after making 
what he supposed to he a sufficiently long prayer, he 
stopped. His inquisitor told him to keep on, and he ac- 
tually kept him praying all night. The poor man was 
not relieved until the jailor carried in his breakfast. From 
the fact of his having been ' committed to jail,' probability 
favors the conclusion that he had not prayed for some time 
previously, Perhap, however, he was a Massachusetts 
prisoner for debt. Be ibis as it may, it seems to us if he 
were not blessed with a gi'eat natural ^ft, being thus ap- 
pealed to ' lead in prayer' must have 'come tough.' It 
would seem, at fiiBt sight, a di'cadful situation to be kept 
praying di night, and ex tempore, too: but we well re- 
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member a good old wordy clergyman, of our ' boyhood's 
days,' wlio would have beaten the victim in an involunUm/ 
offering of the kind. Hia hearers were the victims, bow- 
ever, in hiscsm: andwben be came fo pray for the bring- 
ing in of God's ' ancient covenant people, the Jews,' wbich 
was bis last division, bis audience always felt as I'ejoiced as 
did the aforesaid prisoner when the jailor came to deliver 
him from hia unwilling service. ' Wo unto them that 
make long prayers! '—and, as a general tbing, 'wo is 
unto tbem ' who hear tbem ! 
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DID you ever in your life see such a change in the 
feelings of any man, as is recorded below, in a couple 
of extracts from a letter of our correspondent ' Julian ! ' 
He is not well, is approaching 'New-Years,' and is alto- 
gether very sad indeed : 

'It would be amusing, if one could laugh at any thing 
so sad, to observe the humors of the few who think upon 
Ihe bearings of this solemn time. In the year to he, there 
are many to come, many to go, and but few to tarry ; yet 
all have their ambitions of a life-time; those even, to 
whom the stars Lave grown dim, and life become almost 
a mocliei-y under Heaven, dashing into the coming day 
■with something of the old zest ; while the many, the oi 
polloi, who have not yet made their grand move, are now 
10 
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ready, and think that therefore the earth ia to take a new 
rout« in creation ; forgetljng that the old round must he 
the round for ever. Nights sleepless with joy, nights sleep- 
less with pain, nights long with watching, feverish thought ; 
crime that sdngs like an adder, and nights short with per- 
fect rest; days long and weary, days bright and dashing, 
hot and cold, wet and dry, and days and nighte with all 
of these — as hath been in the time tfcat 'a past, and will 
he in the lime to come. 

' There is something very pitiable in these humors ; in- 
deed veiy laughable, if your month is shaped to that ef- 
fect , but is it happens with me to-night, my month re- 
fuM"! to twitth ''XLept m one direction. Its cornel's have 
the 'downwird tendenues.' Perhaps it is because this is 
with me the anniversary of a day upon the events of 
which aie hinging the luovemonts of all afler-life ; it may 
be this, and there may be thereto added the coloring of a 
winter's day. The wind howls about the house-tops, and 
the air pierces like needles ; even the stara, when they look 
down in thousands, as the raek goes by, seem to shiver in 
their high places ; yet perhaps there is nothing so personal 
in all that, considering that just so the wind howled last 
night, and may for a month to come ; but oh I as I am a 
nervous man, and' look back upon the circling months, and 
feel the sting here and the stab there, in that galvanic bat- 
tery ; and as I look forward with eager eye, and ear open 
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to the feintest whisper of the dim to-morrow, it is not as 
the stars shiver from excess of light, but with a shudder 

at the heart from the cooler Wood of Good night, 

mj kind Editor : that sentence is quite too long already, 
and there are some things too personal to tell. 

'P. S. — Whoop! hurrah! Light is upon the world 
agaiu 1 Where are you, mj dear friend ? I say, Sir, I was 
an ass — do you hear J — an ass, premature, wise before 
mj time, a brute, a blockhead ! IMd I talk of dust and 
ashes J Oh. 1 Sir, I lied multitudinously. Every nerve, 
every muscle that did n't try to strangle me in that utter- 
ance, lied. No, Sir ; let me teli you it 's a great world ; 
glorious — - magniScent ; a world that can't he beat I Talk 
of the stai'a and a better world, hut do n't invite me there 
yet. Make my regrets, my apology to Death, but say 
that 1 can't come; 'positive engagement; happy some 
other time, but not now.' Oh, no; this morning is quite 
too beautiful to leave ; and beside, I would rather stay, if 
only to thank God a little longer for this glorious light, 
this pure air that can echo hack my loudest huiTah. And 

then, my boy But have n't I told you ! Why, Sir, 

I Ve gotaboy! — a boy! — ha, ha ! I shout it out to 
you — A Bor; a ten-pounder, and the mother a gi'eat 
deal better than could be expected ! And, I say, my old 
Mend, it 'a Wne / Hurrah and hallelujah forever! Oh, 



d^vGoogle 



220 Our Fiust Baby. 

Sir! such legs, and such arms, and suck a Bead! — and 
he has kh mother' a lips! I can tlsa them forever I And 
then, Sir, look at his feet, his hands, his chin, his eyes, his 
every tJiing, in fact — so perfect! Give me joy. Sir: no 
yoii need n't either. I am full now ; I run over ; and 
they say that I ran over a numher of old women, half 
IdUed the mother, pulled the doctor by the nose, and up- 
set a 'pothecary shop in the corner ; and then did n't I 
ling the tea-belH Did n't I blow the horn? Did n't I 
dance, shout, laugh, and cry altogether ? The women say 
they had to tie me up. I do n't believe that ; but who is 
going to shut his mouth when he has a live baby ? You 
should have heard his lungs, Sir, at the first mouthful of 
freah air — suchabm^tl A little tone in his voice, but 
not pain ; excess of joy, Sir, from too great sensation. The 
air-bath was so sudden, you know. Think of all his beau- 
tiful machinery starling off at once in full motion ; all his 
thousand outside feelers answering to the touch of tlie cool 
air ; the flutter and crash at the ear ; and that curious 
contrivance the eye, looking out wondeiingly and bewil- 
dered upon the great world, so glorious and dazzling to 
his unworn perceptions ; his net-work of nei'ves, his wheels 
and piill(^, his air-pumps and valves, his engines and res- 
ervoirs ; and within all, that beautiful fountain, with its 
jete and running streams dashing and coureing through 
the whole length and breadth, without either stint or 
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pause — mating altogether, Sir, exactly ten pounds avoir- 
dupois ! 

' Did I ever talk brown to you, Sir, or blue, or any 
other of tlie devil's colors ? Tou say I have. Beg your 
pardon. Sir, but you — are mistaken in the individual. I 
am this day, Sir, midtiplied by two. I am duplicate. I 
am number one of au indefinite series, and there 'a my 
continuation, And you observe, it is not a bloct, nor a 
block-head, nor a painting, nor a bust, nor a fragment of 
any thing, however beauiiful ; but a combination of all 
the arts and sciences in one ; painting, sculpture, music, 
(heat him cry,) mineralogy, chemistry, mechanics, (see him 
kick,) geogi'aphy, and the use of tlie globes, (see him 
nurse;) and withal, he is a perpetual motion — a time- 
piece that will never run down ! And who wound it up ! 
But words. Sir, are but a mouthing and a mockery. 

'When a man is nearly crushed under obligations, it is 
presumed that he is unable to speak ; but he may bend 
over very carefully, for fear of falling, nod in a small way, 
and say nothing ; and then, if he have sufficient presence 
of mind to lay a hand upon his heart, and look down at an 
angle of forty-five degrees, with a motion of the lips- — un- 
uttered poetry — showing the wiah and the inability, it will 
be (well done) very gracefully expressive. With my boy 
in his first integuments, I assume that position, make the 
small nod aforesaid, and leave you the poetry unuttered.' 
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It will take you but a miuute to j id this little slret h 
of what we heard and saw at the jail in Rodii.-5tei, Ihit 
wonderful new-old. city, recently : 

Aa we walked leisurely by a grated door a flti>hej 
countenance and unquiet eye flashed suddenly upon us 
through the ii'on bars. It was a face to be lemembeied, 
for it had ' a smack of Tai-tanis and the souls in bale.' It 
was famn fimtfht h f Id 
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his tattered coat a loaf of bread, and lulf of a dued codfish, 
and holding them up to the magistrate, with, timmphint 
look and gesture, exclaimed : 'You do n't ketcli me iTiat 
way! I'm no wagrant. An't ikem ' wisibli" meuis o' 
support,' I should like to know? ' The argument waa i 
non sequitwi: 
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position is set forth as a prominent fact. Now, as a gen- 
eral tnith, we believe the reverse to be the case; and we 
are sustained in this opinion by those who have had dis- 
tinguished opportunities of judging of its correctness. An 
instance was recently related to us, by an illusbious 
American, known as well, and as highly honored, abroad 
as at home, which, without any infraction of social confi- 
dence, we shall here talie the liberty to repeat, foi- the 
benefit of our readers, 

'Old Admiral Sir — Harvkv told me, at dinner, of 
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his serving on the American station, when he was a mid- 
shipman in 1776. He was cast away in the 'Liverpool,' 
in the month of Febiuaiy, on Eoekawaj beach. The 
boats were swamped in getting the crew to shore. The 
people of the neighborhood came down to the beach in 
wagons, took them up to their homes, changed and dried 
their clothes, and gave them supper. They remained 
quartered in this neighborhood for weeks, part of the lime 
in tents, part of the time in the farm-houses. Nothing could 
exceed the tiodness of lie people, particularly of the Quar 
ker family of the Hioes's ; and another family, who treat- 
ed them always hospitably in their houses. They made 
great havoc among the bacon and beans, and passed their 
time pleasantly among the Quaker girls; who always, 
however, demeaned themselves with strict propriety ; the 
old Quakers tolerating their youthful frolics. When they 
came to pay off scores, they expected to have ' a thunder- 
ing bill' The good people would take nothing hut the 
king's allowance. ' You are people in distress,' said they ; 
' we will not take any thing out of your pockets.' The 
old Admiral declares he has never forgotten their kindness. 



A QBNiAL friend, in one of om' south-county towns, 
which ' well we know,' as Mrs. Gamp says, tells the follow- 
ing : A map-pedler, in pmsuance of his vocation, chanced 
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to stop at the principal hotel in one of the pleasantest of 
our weatei'n state villages. A friend, whom he had known 
in foiTner years in Yankee-land, seeing him at the hotel, 
invited tim to a large party which he was to give the 
same evening. The old friend came ; and when received 
by his host at the door, was found with three maps in his 
hand; 'How-de-du?' said he; ' got any naila ? Thought 
as praps there was to be a good many fokes here to-night, 
I 'd hang up some o' my maps here, and let 'em look at 
'em. Good chance — -fust rate. May be some on 'em 
would like to buy 'em ; and I could explain 'em as well as 
not ; nothin' else to do, pooty much. Got a small ham- 
mer i Know where I 'd be liable to dispose of a few 
beans ? ' Sharp practice, that, eh 3 



Thbeb is a vast deal of a certain kind of originality 
about negro composition. Take this example of an illus- 
tration lately used by a colored exhorter at an evening 
conference-meeting in Montgomery, Alabama; 

'My bralren, Qod tlfs jrour Boula, liglon Is like So Alabama ilber. In 
spring come de fr&sh, hd^ ho briDg Id nil de ole ]<^ skba an' Qtic^ks, dot bab 

and da slJCka du da Imabea ; and dara dej IFe^ nidVin' and dr^lit^ till comas 
■noilder fresh. Jlst so date come Mval of 'Ugion ; dis ole sinner bro't in, dit 
ole baok-Blifler bro't bacfe ; an' all de fblk seam iiomin'— an' mighty good timse. 
Bnt^ bradren, God bless yaat souls! bimeby 'vlval 'a gone; den diaole dmier 
10* 
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shora, and dere iej lie till 'nodder 'vival. Beloved btsdren, C 
bouIb, ^ i^di> la de carrept I * 

How many a white pulpit bore has waded t 
the logical 'divisions' of i diaunuise, (a well-intended one, 
no doubt, but fiom its uiiu)ns:,ionable length spoiling 
some hearer's Sunday tmkey that wis worth two of it,) 
which had not in its wliol*" ccmpiis °.o ton. ble an illusti'a- 
tion as this ? 

^Remembrances of Boyhood^ shall appear; we do 
* think the article worthy,' Speaking of boyhood, we 
may as well add, that we have recently had quite a prac- 
tical illustration of the pleasure to be derived from certain 
of its reminiscences During a recent visit to a 
friend in the countiy, whose hospitable ; 
amidst its painted autumnal trees, within sound of the 
cataract of Cohoes, we joined a pleasant party to visit, 
over the Hudson, the lofty summit of ^ Mount Rajinesque' 
(named after an old contributor to this Magazine,) from 
which a magnificent and most varied view may he com- 
manded. As we alighted from our barouche, at the font of 
the last great acclivity, and began to ascend through the 
forest that skirts its base, so it was that the fresh moun- 
tain air did greatly dilate the heart and expand the spirits 
of 'Old Kkick^' who left the 'honorable member,' his 
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guests and the charming ladies of his household behind 
him, while ZACHBUS-Iike, he ran on in advance, and 
climbed some forty or fifty feet to the top of a small 
'staddle,' having it in mind to peiiorm a common feat of 
his boyhood ; namely, to ' sway ' the aaoie by grasping ila 
top and dropping slowly to the ground with the yielding 
trunk Now look you what befel : ' Do me the favor to 
observe!' exclaimed 'Old Knick.,' as he threw himself 
free from the body of the sapling. Down he went, with 
a sensation as of siDking slowly in a balloon, when pre- 
sently, while yet about fifteen feet from the ground, he 
suddenly 'h^ard something drop!' The individual who 
emerged fi'om under the bruised branches of that proati'ate 
ash, (so unlike the lithe saplings familiar to his boyhood,) 
was rubbing several of his own limbs, for some cause or 
other ; and we can answer for hum, that when he saw the 
'honorable member' smothering a titter, and his fair 
household suppressing a large amount of giggle; when 
he heard them say that they were ' sorry that the ti-ee 
had bioktn so soon ; very sonty ; did n't know the time, 
in fact, lor leveral years, when they had been guite so 
sorry ;' when ' Otn Knick,' saw and heard this, he was 
discomforted within himself, and his countenance fell ; for 
then he knew that they were laughing at him. There 
was a lame male 'human' about the house that nighty 
doing something with laudanum and opodeldoc; yet he 
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did not forget, amidst hia thoughts of ' tlie toil to that 
mountain led,' the matchless view of city, village, moun- 
tain, 'field and flood,' whiJi wai commanilpd from its 
lofty summit, on tliat glorious Ocfuher afternoon. 



John Smith — we mention this gentlem 
with some reluctance, for the reason tliat there are two 
persona of the same name in Gotham — John Smith was 
returning f« town on one ocea'iion about midnight, in a 
dark snow-storm. He was 'full of new wine,' and was 
quite unable, after riding for an hour, to find his own 
dwelling; hut he drove up to a house whieh he thought 
must he at least in his neighborhood, and almost wrenched 
the bell-pull off with his huiried and repeated ringings. 
At length a neiglibor's head peered from an upper win- 
dow : 'What do you want, down (here!' said not the 

best-natured voice in the world; 'what the d 1 do 

you ujoni ? — ringing the bell as if the houf>e was a fire ; 
What do you. ■mantV 'Can you tell me where John 
Smith lives V ' J-o-h-k S-m-i-t-e ! ! ' answered the recog- 
nized neighbor, with a kind of exclamatory interrogation ; 
' why, you are John Smith, yourself ! ' 'I know that, as 
well you do,' hiccupped John, 'but I do n't know whore 
I hve ! — -wan' to know ui-k-e-r-e I l-i-v-ef Somebody 
show'd him. 
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We slipped up to 'Dobb his Ferry' the other day. 
It looked bleak there — all but the noble river and the 
grand old liills. There were uo friends on the piazza 
fronting the eanctum, and uo little people running down 
the hill to meet ' Oui Kniok.' halfway, and pour into the 
porches of his eai's much voluble discourse, on hia farther 
■way up. Down on the shore, however, was one of 
' Young Kbick.'b ' little shoes, and idly walking there, we 
picked up the tube of an old rocket. There was pleasure 
in thinking when that little old shoe was lost, and that 
signal-rocket fired. Winter has gone ; the time of the 
singing of birds hath come ; the trees are reddening with 
their newly -awakened life-blood ; and soon 'Dobb'b' will 
put fbrth all its summer glories. 



' I SHOuLn like you to have seen,' said a 


friend to us 


the other 


day, 'a 


1 specimen of a green Yankee who came 


down the Sound 


in a Hartford steamer with u 


le. He had 


never been ' to 'York ' before, and he was aakii 


ig questions 


of every 


body oi 


1 board the boat. However 


■, if he was 


'green as 


. grass' 


he was picking up a good 


deal of in- 


formation, which will doubtless stand him in 


good stead 


hereaflier. 


One of his comparisons struck me . 


as decidedly 


origin^: 


'Up to 


Northampton,' said he, 'I took break- 
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fast, and they taxed nie tew shillin's ! 'Twas a pooty 
good price, but I 'gin it to 'em. 'Twaa ewmgh, any way. 
Well, when I come dowa to Hai-'ford, I took breatfast 
ag'in, next mornin', and wlieii I asked 'em ' How mucii ? ' 
they looted at me and said, ' Half a dollar ! ! ' I looked 
baek at 'em pooty sharp— but 1 paid it; and a)(«- I'd 
paid it, I sot down, and ciphered up inside how much it 
would cost a fellow to board long at that rate ; and I tell 
you what, I pooty soon found eftut (hat 'ibre the end of a 
month it would make a fellow's pocket-book look as if an 
ehpkimt had stomped onto it ! ' ' Sam Slick ' himself 
never employed a more striking simile. 



TirE foDowing specimen of judicial ' wisdom ' was re- 
cently delivered to a '"Wolverine' jury : — 'Murder, gen- 
tlemen,' said our western Solos, ' is where a man is 
murderously killed. The killer, in such a case, is a mur- 
derer. Now murder by poison is as much murder as 
murder with a gun. It is the murdering that constitutes 
murder, in the eye of the law. You will bear in mind 
that murder is one thing, and manslaughter another : 
therefore, if it is not manslaughter, it must be murder; 
and if it be not murder, it must be manslaughter. Self- 
murder has nothing to do in this case : one man cannot 
commit felo de se oa another : that is clearly my view. 
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Gentlemen I Itu k > u tan have no difB ulty Murder 
I say, is micdcr The muider of a liothoi is calls 1 lia 
tiidde ; hut it is net fratiicile it a lava muideis ii a 
mother. \uu will make up your m ilda "iou know 
what murder la ind I need ntt tell yoi what it is ict 
I repeat mui ler 11 murler Iou. ciii letue ujon it il 
you like!' 

We do not remember ever to liave seen a more ap- 
pealing look than one whicli waa given ua the other day 
by a Green Turtle at the door of a popular restaurant in 
Broadway. How he had effected so much., passes our 
eomprekension ; but he had actually baeked up against 
the wall to an angle of about forty-flve degrees ; and his 
head was out, and bent round, apparently to see how the 
land lay. He regarded us with evident emotion ; and the 
look of his eye, the gurgling in his throat, and a heavy 
sigh, which must have come fi'om the very bottom of hia 
shell, said aa plainly as ever a Green Turtle spoke in the 
world : ' Friend, 1 se me, t P ty sake t e ue a 
chance for my life I w 11 1 / g i a I n H I 

ever find you onj bknth Iblnyu-l east, 
setting forth that y a|, t gtntatw the 
next day!' For on nm t w th ght f 1 b tj and 
heartily ' wished hmglt tt alb nil have 
obt^ned it, too, if he had the ame hant^ that a f llow- 
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Testudo had, witli his English captors, as deaeiibed by 
Hook. It seems they were conveying a turtle in a boat 
on the river Tay, when somebody suggested the conve- 
nience of a sea-bath, and the refreshment the creatiiye 
might derive from a taste of its native element Accord- 
ingly Testudo was lifted over the side, and indulged with 
a dip and a wallop in the wave, which, actually revived it 
so powerfully, that from a playful flapping with its fore- 
fins it soon began to struggle most vigoi^oiisly, like a giant 
refreshed with brine. In fact, it paddled with a power 
which, added to its weight, left no alternative to its 
guardian but to go with it or without it. The event soon 
came off. The man tumbled backward into the boat, and 
the turtle plunged forward into the deep. There was a 
splash ; a momentary glimpse of the broad back-shell ; 
ike waters closed, and all wsis over — or rather under. 

' Is he alive P inquired a little boy in our hearing the 
other day, as be gazed at a large tui'tle cj'awling in fi'ont of 
another restaurant, with a bill of his own fare on his back. 
'Alive!' exclaimed a fat man who was also looking at 
the shell-monster with an expression of intense interest ; 
'sartingly, boy! He acts like a live tnrkle, do n't he?' 
' Why yes, he acU like one,' answered the little querist ; 
' but I did n't know but he might be makin' b'lieve f Is 
it possible that what a friend, just returned from New 
Zealand, tell us can be true ? He says that he has many 
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a time and oft seen a fat and tender white man. lying be- 
fore a cannibal eatmg-house, witli ' Soup' iu large native 
characters, and the hour at wbicb he was to be served up, 
inscribed on his breast. A man, says our friend, should 
see a sight like this, who would properiy appreciate tlie 
frequent deep-drawn sigh which a poor turtle heaves while 
lying on his back, exposed to the rade gaze of liungiy 
passers-by. Christian-men too, in good corporeal condi- 
tion, has our traveller seen in Oannibal-land, di'iven around 
the lanes of the rude villages, tbeir limbs decorated with 
parti-colored ribands, and the hour when they were to be 
killed marked on their backs I ' Mine Gott ! vat a 
peoples I ' 

TiiE following mo»t tuu \ims fiagmcnt ot i Letter 
from a Dying Wtfi to her fftisburtd was fcund bv liim, 
some months afte 1 er i ath between the leases of a re- 
1 nous vein ne wh cli she w as ve 7 fond of perusing The 
letter vh b vaa 1 1 rail) d m w f!i tear-marks, was writ- 
ten Jong beto e the h ban 1 was iware that the grasp of 
a fatil d ease had fa, te d upon the lovely form of his 
wife who died at the early age of nineteen ; 

'WnEBBilsBhslI reach yonraya, Dear G .some dajivlisn jou are turn- 
ing over the rcllafl of the past, 1 shall have pasaod away for ever, and tbe cold 
white fltone wiO be keepbg ils lonelj watch over the Upa you have su often 
preBBwl, and the Eod will bs growlog green that shall hide tor oyer ftom your 
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many long and Biceplesa nights, when all bealde my tJiougLirs -was at real. 1 
have wreBtlei with tbe consclonanesa ot appronclilug deatb^ until at last it lia$ 
Bwoea Ibolf npgn mjmind; and Hi though to job and to others 11 might now 
ecembut the nerToos Iniaglninga of s girl, yet, ilear Q , tiie eol Mau; 

whom I lovo so well, and this bright world of Bnnshloe and beauty; and bard 
indeed it is to struggle on allentl J and alone with the sure aottvietiim Uiat I 

apparent to yon f I rould have wished to lise, if only to be at yonr ^de when 
yottr time shall come, and pillowing yonr head upon my breast, wipe the 
death-damps from yonr brow, and usher your departing epirit into its Mai{BR*s 

snbmlL Yonrs Is the Che privilege ot watcliltig. throngh long and dreary 
nlgbls, fhr the spirited SnaT flight, and of transferring my sinking head from 
your breast to my SAViooE^bosoml And you shall sbare my last thought; 
the last feint ptessnre of the hand, and the last fceblo kisa shaU tic joura ; and 
ovon when flesh add heart shall have failed me, my eye sliall rest on yours 
nntil glaiod by death ; and oni> spirits shall hold one last fundicommnnlnn, 
nntll gently fading ftom my view— the last of earth— you shall mingle with 
tbe first bright glimpsea of the unfading glories of that bettor world, where 

lay me : often baye we stood by tho plaoo, and as we washed the mallow aun- 

grassy monnds aronnd nfl with etiipea of bnmlsbed gold, each perhaps Las 

bo, your name wonld be on the atone. But we lored Ihe spot ; and I know 
yonlUoyoitnonetheleaawben you see the same quiet sun-l^ht linger and 

go oflen alone there, when I am laid there, and my spirit will be with you 
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Ouuious aEil odd things not nnfrequently occur ' be- 
foi-' the Mayor' The other day, in attending to ap- 
plications foi situations m the police-force, the Mayor, it 
was supposed, was about to inve=t Pateick MnnPHv with 
a 'stai,' when some of his In-h competitors outside the 
railing cried out : 'Are ye goin' to 'pint Pat, yer Honor? 
He can't write his name, yer Honor.' ' I am only receiv- 
ing applications to-day ; in a fortnight we make appoint- 
ments,' said the Mayor : and Pat was told to call on that 
day two weeks. The friend tlirough whose influence Pat 
had been induced to apply for office said to him, as they 
came away from the Hall, 'Now, Pat, go home, and 
every night do you get a big piece of paper and a good 
stout pen, and keep writing your nama I 'II ' set the 
copy' for you.' Pat did as directed ; and every night for 
a fortnight was seen running out his tongue and swaying 
his head over 'Patrick MoRPHy,' 'Pathick Murphy,' 
in the style of chirography generally known as ' coarse 
hand,' When the day for the appointment came, Pat 
found himself ' before the Mayor,' ur^ng hia claim. ' Can 
you write?' said that esccHent fuactionary. 'Troth, an' 
it's meself that jisl Km/' answered Pat. 'Take that 
pen,' said the Mayor, ' and let us see you write. "Write 

He took the pen as directed, when a sort of exclama- 
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toiy laugli burst from tia surpiised competitoi's ;vho were 
in attendance : 'How-]y Paol ! — d' ye mind that, Mike ? 
Pat's a-writin' ! ■ — -he 's got a quill in his fist !' ' So he 
has, he Jahei's!' said Mike; 'but small good 't will do 
him ; he can't writs wid it, man ! ' But Pat did write ; 
he had recorded his came in a bold round hand. 'That'll 
do,' said the Mayor. His foiled rivals looked in each 
other's faces with undisguised aatoniahment. A lucky 
thought struck them : ' Ask him to write someiody else's 
name, yer Honor,' said two of them, in a breath. ' That 's 
well thought o^' replied the Mayor : ' Pat, write my 
name 1 ' Here was a dilemma ; but Pat was equal to it. 
' Me write yer Honor's name ! ' exclaimed he, with a well- 
dissembled ' holy horror ; ' ' me commit a forgery, and I a- 
goin' on tiie Pelisse! I canH do it, yer Honor I' And he 
could n't — but his wit saved him, and he is now ' a 'star' 
of the first magnitude.' 

By-tie-by, 'speaking of Irishmen,' Chanstor, the pop- 
ular host of the ' Roekaway Pavilion,' illustrates by a 
characteristic anecdote their inherent propensity to blun- 
der. An Irish servant of his had been dii'ected to awaken 
two gentlemen at six o'clock in the morning, who were to 
take the public conveyance to town. At three o'clock in 
the morning ho awakened two other gentlemen from a 
sound sleep, who after anathematizijig his stupidity, ' be- 
tween sleep and awake,' for some houj and a half, at length 



d^vGoogle 



'Morality' op Decemt Dress. 237 

feu into the refreshing slumber which had been so ruMy 
dispelled ; when there came another rap at tlieir dooi's, 
which awoke them instanter. Tlie blundering Irishman, 
having discovered his mistake, had ' come to apologize to 
tlie gintlemen for wakin' 'em up at the wrong hourl' 
* Fais,' s^d he, in the most self-accusing spirit, ' it was n't 
yez that was to be waked, anny way ! ' With curses 
not loud, but vf considerable deptk, the restless guests 
lesigned themselves to their fate- — -victims of an Irish 
servant 



An eminent legal judge, and a preeminent judge of 
human natui'e, observes ; ' It is an observation I have al- 
ways made, that dress has a moral effect on manldnd. Let 
any gentleman find himself with dirty boots, old , surtout, 
soiled neck-cloth, and a general negligence of dress, he 
will in ail probability find a corresponding disposition to 
negligenc* of atf-dress. He maj', en, deshabille, curse and 
swear, speak roughly and think coarsely ; but put the 
same man into full dress, and he will feel himself quite 
another person. To use the language of the blackguard 
would then be out of character ; he will talk smoothly, 
:ss, if he has it not ; pique himself upon good 
t the women ; nor will the spell sub- 
side, until returning home, the old snrtout, the heedless 
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siippew, with other slovenly appendages, make liim 
again his brief eonseiousneaa of being a getillemac' 



' Running a Land Blockade'' reminds us of a trick played 
by a wag who, before the working of the saline springs 
of our own glorious State, made it a business to smuggle 
salt from Canada into ' the States.' One day, having got 
wind that he was suspected, he loaded his bags full of saw- 
dust, and drove past the tavern where the excisemen were 
waiting for him. He was ordered to atop, hut he only in- 
creased his speed. At length he was overtaken, and his 
load inspected with many imprecations, after which he was 
permitted to pass on. A day or two after, he drove up 
again with a full load of salt, and asked banteringly, if they 
did n't want to search him again, 'Go on 1 go on ! ' said 
ve 've had enough of you !' 
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MRS. NORTON, in ' Tlu Child of Earth; has beauti- 
fully illustrated the tenacity with which poor Hu- 
manity clings to this shadowy existence : 

FiUHTEB Tkt Slow step Wla frum (taj to day ; 

Destli'B bsnd \i heayy on her dsrtcDing btow 1 
Tft doUi abe fondly dtag to aiiith, anfl bujt : 

Not wtlle the bloMoms of tbe ioyons Sprirs 



Tba season's -vlewlwa bonndsrj is post; 
The glortons Eiin hath reBchcd his burning prime : 
*OhI inost tbis gHmpsti of beaaty be Ihe lastT 
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PEJirrAps two or tliree of the questions which ensue may 
bo found diificult to answer. They are worse than Hood's 
' Given C. A. B. to find Q. ;' for in that case the student 
had only to get a cab, and take a pleasant ride to Kew, 
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near London, wiicli was very easily aceomplisheJ, if ^ 
remember riglitly : 
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In the solution of the problem, 'As a General Thing, 
which will do the most Good P an ' allegational formula' 
is given, which defies our types. The solution, however, it 
is but just to say, is as clear as iJie question itself. We 
annes two or three others : 

'Ib alM^e honaehold neltber father nor mother knew any thing. How 
was it with the family? 

*-o(a— 90=Both, 

' Two men. unablo to travel, set ont On fl journey, at dill'erenl times, in com- 
pany with a third In Iho same condition. For three houia the flrat two kept 



The conditions of this last problei 
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vague : but we cannot lielp thinking that many iniEds 
Lave been ' disciplined' by matbematical problems wliieli 
were of quite as much practical value as this, or any of 
the others which we tave quoted. "We beg leave to sub- 
join a few kindred questions, involving maritime law, the 
science of Jxeat, scripture history, etc : 



omalhg to morilime taw, bs Justified In taking a reef Id tbe s 
out asking the cookf 

2. Tbe ahl&t property of heat Is, that It expands bodl^ whtl 
Hiem. Glio H ttaiiliar eMmpIo of this operation of a natnral I: 
la Bnmmor. when it b hot, tlie day la long ; in winter mbeii it 
flontiicte, anfl lecoinea vtty short.' 

8. How nmohdidltcostperwtektopastni'eNEBnCHiBi!!!; 



T t t 1 y ad (and it wil! stand 

jr»tj h h tffl,)swe perused the 

Ijmllq tp g f Itt fi'om a friend fo 

wl d h ft b d bted for aniiise- 

mtt mt,dtrufa What a stai-tling 

p t t I t f th fir«t pp ! es of that ' hectic,' 

phth CO pti 1 f b the lavorite title 
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of that most wily and fetal foe, Trho in one hand presents 
the insidious olive-branch, and in the other conceals his in- 
evitable sword, cutting down Youth in its blossom and 
Manhood in its fruit ! ' For very many years, from twelve 
to two have been my hours of retiring, and my exercise 
has been nothing, or neai'ly so, during the day. One re- 
sult fias been, that I have read one half of the Greek and 
Roman classics, and feasted largely in modern literature. 
A parallel result has been, that owing to corporeal slug- 
gishness and nervousness, the curse of the sedentary, I have 
no doubt reaped less pleasure and profit than I might have 
done from half that assiduity coupled with a due regard 
to the wants of the body. The final result is, that an iron 
constitution is now lai'gely disorganized : and from the 
constant presence of a dull, deep, stationary pmn in my 
left side beneath the ribs, and fised I fear upon the lungs, 
I begin to indulge in sad and deep forebodings. Often, 
when wakened by its painful iirgency, I lie in the silence 
of the night, listening to my heart's deep beatings, and 
recall my early and yet unfilled dreams — dreams oh! 
how glorious! — and array before my unsated eyes this 
world, with all its lovely learning, and sweet poetry, and 
burning pas^on ; and reflect how unfit I am to die, and 
tiy the conditions of a new existence, before I have fnl- 
filled the duties and perused the mysteries of this, and 
then thini of the wormy bed, and anticipate the hour 
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wteii I shall lie there, closing my eyes to color and my 
eai« to sound ; the impatient longing I have sometimes 
felt for death is repaid by an indefinable horror ; and be- 
tween the teridecness of natural regret and the shudder- 
ings of unconquerable awe, passion masters pride, and 
both sint to meekness and humility in a flood of gushing 

The late Professor Caldwell, of Dickinson College, a 
short time before his death, said to his wife : ' You will 
not, I am sure, lie down upon your bed and weep, when I 
am gone. You will not mourn for me, when God has 
been so good to me. And when you visit the spot where 
I lie, do not choose a sad and mournful tirde : do not go 
iu the shades of evening, or in the dark night. These are 
no times to visit the grave of one who hopes and trusts in 
a risen Eedeemeh ! Come, dear wife I in the morning, in 
the bright sunshine, and when the birds are singing ! ' 



NoTHiNO- could moi'e thoroughly impress us with tlie 
fact, that it is pretty impossible to communicate to other's 
those ideas 'whereof we ourselves are not possess-ed of,' 
than the following funereal discoureo, which was recently 
delivered in the Florida House of Representatives. The 
duty of making it was voluntarily assumed, and even in- 



d^vGoogle 



sisted upon, by the speaker, to the no small wonder of the 
House, his utter incompetency being notorious : 

■MuBpeakeb: Sirl Oor fellow oiUzen, Mr. Silab Hisoihs, who wm 
latclj' s membor of this branch of tliB Legislitore, Is ieaO, and he died yfslei- 
day in the forenoon. He had the brown-orealers, (bronchitis ^113 meant) and 

denth, anS lie nevor loat Ills wolce. He waa flUy-sii year old, and was %<Cken 

and eeventy-flve oenla a wwk, washing and llghls Inclndcd. He was an iugc- 
nna ct^aur, and in the eady part of hia life liai a fkther and motbet. Ha 
was nn offleer in our sUle mllltla since the last war, and was bmve and polite : 
and his iinole^ Tim<itht HioaiT^ belonged to the EeTOluLlonarj war, and was 
cominissionedKllcutcnantbyGeaeral'WiauiBBTOH, first Frcaidentand com- 
mandeMn-ohlef of the army and uavy of the United Slates, who died at Mount 
Teruon, deeply lamented by a large cii^le of friends, on tbe liGi of December, 

and several gnns was bu^st in firing salutes^ 

' air I Mr. SraAKEn ; General WAsmsOTOH presided over tbo great oonfi- 
nent&l Sanhedrim and political meeting tliat formed our constilntiDn : and he 
was indeed a fitat-rote good man. He was flrat In Bar, Erat in peace, and fltat 
in tho hearts of hia countrymen: and, though he was In toor of llie United 
States' Bank, be was a fiiend of edlcatlon : and from wHat he a^d In his fare- 
well address, I have no doubt he womld hayo voted tbr the tariff of 1646, If be 

aldered, at tbe time, as ratber prematnre, on aceennt of its being brought on by 

*^ow, Mr, apEAEER, anch' being the character of General Wabhihgton", I 
motion Ihat we wear crape around the left arm of this Leglslatnre, andafljourn 
until to-morrow morning, as an emblem of our respeels for the memory of 
S. HiBOiBe, who is dead, and died of tlio brown-crealera yesterday in the fore- 

We wish to embalm this eulogy in these pages as a 
fine specimen of tlie ' Ironic Slyle ' of forensic eloquence. 
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'The cry is still tliey' ^o — the crowded ships for Cali- 
foi'nia ! Every steamer ttat afrlvea, bringing tlie 'precious 
metal,' retu n w'th. hund da upon hundreds of eager ad- 
venturers fte til d t, beside inciting all sorts of water- 
craft and all t of j eople to follow in their wake ; while 
innumerabl land compan es and caravana are moving on- 
ward to th an e 1 n 1 f promise. Ah ! how few of 
these gold k r^ tbnk f the discomforts, the privations, 
the perils th y ma> h e to encounter! — or how many 
who have „ n w th 1 j,ht and eager hearts, before them, 
worn down by disease and suffering, have ' laid them down 
in their last sleep ! ' And there, by the bleak sierra's side, 
or the rushing river's bank, they rest in their distant 
graves : 

' No stone doc maaameatal cios 
Tells wliere tbelr mouldering Bshes He, 
TVho sought flw gsjla and toaai It dross I ' 



That was an unfortunate member of the English Par- 
liament whose seat, when Secretary, was the outside one, 
next to a passage-way. He said that so many members 
used to come perpetually to whisper to him, and the buzz 
of importunity was ao heavy and continuous, that before 
onfe claimant's words had got out of his ear, the demand 
of another forced its waj in, till the ear-dram, being over- 
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chmgei, absolutely burst : wiiich, lie said, turned out con- 
veniently enough, as he was then obliged to stuff the 
organ tight, and tell every gentleman that his physician 
had directed him not to use that ear at all, and the other 
as little aa possible! Some of our office-givers had better 
adopt a similar ruse. 



In some grave-yavda one shall s 
that has not a pious verse, or a passage from Scripture, 
after the general inscription : and that tliese are not al- 
ways appropriate, or in iiie best taste, we have, sometimes 
shown in the KNiOKBftBOOEEa. The following inscription 
may be seen on a grave-stone in tie county of Greene, in 
this State ; ' Here lies the body of Johankes SanH, aged 
sixty-four jenvs and two months. ' Qo Uwu, and do 
likewise!' ' Comprehensive, that ! 



' The Tnmr Ufe of Man' delivered by Mr. Charles 
HoovEB, at Newark, New Jersey, is an admirable pei'- 
formance. From it we derive the following beautiful 
passage, which wo commend to tlie heart of every lover 
of his kind ; ' It is a maxim of patriotism never to despair 
of the republic Let it he the mottc of our philanthropy 
never to despair of our sinning, sorrowing brother, till his 
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last lingering look upon, life has been taken, and all 
avenues by which angels approach the stricien heart are 
closed and silent forever. And in such a crisis, let no 
counsel be taken of uan-ow, niggard sentiment. When in 
a sea-storm some human being ia seen in the distant surf, 
clinging to a plank, that is sometimes driven nearer to the 
shore, and sometimea cam 1 fa th fF metimes buried 
in the surge, and then rising g n as f tfejf struggling 
like the almost hopeless iff e t upp ts, who looks 
sadlj to the shore as he ris f e rj wa e, and battling 
with the billow, mingles h ^ f h Ip with the wild, 
m flsceaftl bJNt yhm 

ih h tm t til 1 y f 1 t t d 

drth jnpthe^tohm thlb gwt 

Thlldlihplytlg 111 gr*- 

rutch d h t tl p t d th 1 1 th t t 

fim p 1 ft d t h f h Ip Wl t th h 

th fi 1- t g f on 

N t t bl t t 1 k ^ 



It is amusing enough to remai'k the ignorance of 
town-bred children of the commonest mattera of country 
life. A friend tells us that a little girl from the metropolis, 
who had visited a country town- not a thousand miles from 
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New-York, was filled with surprise at the sight of a girl 
milking a cow, ' I did n't know that you did it that 
way!' she exclwmed, with 'round-ejed wonder:' 'I 
thought they took hold of the cow's tail and pumped the 
milk out of her I What's she got so long a tail for?' 
There was a wise child for this ' enlightened nineteenth 
century ! ' 



Heaeiho faintly, just now, from the nursery overhead, 
the faithful nurse Magst-Ahij rocking and plaintively sing- 
ing to the little girl of two jeare in her aims, who is very 
fair and dear in the eyes and hearts of those who love her 
best, we opened the sanctum-door into the hall, and lis- 
tened to hear the melody take shape in these words ; 



'Hoc 


KofAgaslcIdltbrme, 


Let 


melii(lenijBelflnTin.Bl 


Let 


the nuter and tha blend 


Fro 


ra Thy riven MdawLIohflewea 


Be. 


of Sin the double cure: 


C:ea»»m»frointokrflt«.apowl 


•Not 


. the labera of mr hands 


Cirn 




Cod 


Lid my zesi no respite know, 


Ooi 


lid my tears feraverfloB-, 
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Now as we closed the door, and resumed tie pen, we 
were conscious of a glow of gratitude in our bosom, tLat 
God had made the heart of Woman tender and loving of 
infancy and childhood, and that the delegated guardian of 
our own little lambs reverently reiuemhered the Good 
Shepuerb, into whose fold we hope they shall one day be 



Did you never meet with a conderiu ^ onv e -aati nist, 
like Dickens's 'Mi's. Gamp ! "We hive hc-u 1 nianj an 
old female gossip 'lump' the suljects of conveisatioii in 
precisely tho manner of thit gentle and temj erate Burhe. 
Here is a fair specimen of her power of compression ind 
of her skill in hitting two oi mot e b r Js with one st lie 

'Now Hint W8 rich in beauty lliiB h e joyfii etetu on 1 in o e I 
knona a lady^ which hec Ofuae, I'll n t dd e pc juu, Mra Chuzzlewit la 
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HAUEra ; bar husbjiDd'a brother buLii' £lx fWt threo, and marked -with a moi 

mother havbi' been worril'>d hj one into a sboemokcr^ sbop, wbeD In a sitl 
w&tloiL wlilch blessed la the man aa baa bis quiver t\iU of seob, oa mabf timi* 
I 've s^d W Gjmp wben words Sas roge betwlst us on aocoont of tbe eipense 



and oft* 


n iavo I said to Mm HiK 


EH, 'Ob.Mrs. HiKHiB.Mi'amlyontcoLn- 


tenanoo 


Is quite a angel's] ' — whidj 


butforpimplcs.Itwoulalie. ■No.Saibby 


GiMP,' 




wasun 


eTiBidataiijprice,wblcb 


nderpdd yon ate — ^nlte dUTrent Haeeis 


bad it d 


one iIDre marrlago at ten-a 


nd-sis,' sbe s^B, ' and ivore It Mtbtul nest 


blsbeai 


1 1111 tbe color rni, nben tb 


mcnej was declined to be give taek, and 


noarrai 


gement could be come to. 


Eut be never said It was a angel's, Saibev, 


wotefe 


be mlgbt bave Uionsbt. If Mfo. Haheis'b busband waa bere now,' said 


MmG 


«p. looking round, and cb 


ckling as Bbo dropped a general courtesy, 


'be'd speak out plaic, be would, an 


i bis dear wife would bo tbo Inst to blame 


bbn;(b 


If ever a woman lived ask 


cw-d not wot It was to fliroi a wlsb to plzon 


tbemM 


bad good looks, and bad no 


reaglon give ber by tbe best of bnsbanda, 


Mra.n 


lUUB Is tbflt 'cv'nlj dlBpngi 


ani' 



A Shaker friend at Hancock told lis recently that he 
saw Lorenzo Dow ' walkii m the to nbs,' alone, and 
muttering to himaelf, early n m n n the principal 
grave-yard of a village in G ut. H soon collected 

a great number of lookers- n wh n h m unted tie stone- 
wall, and exclaimed in his pec 1 One year from 
this day I shall preach on tbis spot at sis o'clock in the 
morning. And I want you to know that when I say six, 

the news of this appointment soon spread 'through all the 
region of the country round ahouL' Just twelve months 
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from that day, at precisely six in the inornicg, and in 
presence of more than twenty thousand people, Lobkhzo 
rom from the long rank grass of the grave-yard, wheve he 
had been sleeping, mounted the wall, and preached a fan- 
tastic, quaint, yet eloquent discourse, ' which will never he 
forgotten,' said ow informant, 'by any who heard it.' 



It has been snowing since last night's gloaming : a 
soft, warm, driving, featheiy w w f It j t 

of it ' in our bones ' last g whil w b 

bling: and this morning, lo I th 1 tees th t t 
ace all piled up with the ' g tly t th 

window-shutteis and the lamp J ts d th m f 

fled sound of sho II ng n w f m th b Ico t p 

and Btde-waJks ; a d the g 1 ght f h 11 

amid the feint bangi f wind w shutters m the gusty 
but attempered \ md is al h ard ; ' Young Enick.' 
among them, too, th a pa of ( aternal boots, {' a world 
too wide ' for his little ' supporters,') which he longs to be 
big enough lo wear. Ah, well-a-day I 'When I am a 
man ? ' is the poetry of Childhood ; ' When I was a ioy,' 
is the poetiy of Age ! 



irrespondent sends us the following, 
suggested by the 'Number twelve, pegged 
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heel ' anecdote in our last gossipiy : ' An amazing pair of 
feet appeared ia tiio bar-room of an ambitious village-inii, 
late one evening, the owner of which inquired anxiously 
for the hootrhlact. The bell rang nervously, and in a, mo- 
ment a keen Yankee illustrator of 'Day asd MiHWN's 
best' popped into the i-oom, 'Bring me a jack I' ex- 
claimed tlie man of gi'eat ' under-standing.' The waiter 
involuntarily started forward, but chancing to catch a 
glimpe of the boots, he stopped short, and after another 
and closer examination said, with equal twang and em- 
phasis : 'I say yeou, you aint a-goin' to leave this world 
in a hurry ; you 've got too good a hold onto the ground. 
Want a boot-jack, eh ? Why, bless your soul, there aint 
a boot-jact on airlh big enuff for them hoots I I do n't 
b'lieve that a jack-ass could get 'em off.' 'My stars! 
man I ' cried our friend of the big feet, ' what 'II I do J I 
can't get my hoots of without a jack V * I tell you what 
/ should do,' replied 'Boots,' 'if they waa mine: I 
should walk back to the fori of the road, and pull 'em off 
there ! That would fetch 'em, I guess ! ' ' 



We have had a taste of Winter : and we are ready to 
make affidavit, that sleighing is one of its greatest delights. 
There is scarcely any scene of Ufe, that can surpass the 
bustle and excitement of a great city, in sleighing time. 
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Merry bells ; gliding 'cutteiB,' sleighs, 'punc/^ — -every tiling 
that hai tunners, and can he drawn by cattle -—bright faces, 
scores of parties, huddled in sweet hay, under warm buf- 
felo-skins : mulled wine : what a delicious assemblage of 
pleasant matters ! Eeader, did you never engage in a 
sleigh-ride ? Then is the elixir of life by you untasted. 
Go out on a mild morning in winter, ten miles fl'Om the 
city, over a well-trodden road, after a deep snow, which a 
slight north-east mist, dying away at last in a southern 
lull, makes damp and glib ! Mart the brown woods : the 
blue hills, pale, clear, and stately in tlie distance ; the im- 
prisoned rivers, where the skater wheels on his shining 
heel; the whitened plains ; the clouds, richly bedight with 
every hue ! 'Tis a sight to remember : 



Have glaicd Uio Hnow, and dollie 


d the tree! 


(Withi. 


Wliilelh. 


5 slant sun ol Febrnair 


poiirs 




Into tbe 1 


lowers a flood ofllglt 


Approac 


hi 


Theeneri 


oatedsurttoabaUupbe! 


a thy steps, 


AndtHel 


«™a arching porlala of 


the grove 




Welcome 


th^entsilDg. Look 1 the inoEHj 


trankB 


AieciBe6 


■ In tbe pare crjatsl : each light Rp 


ray, 


Nofldlng 


and tinkling In lie bres 


thofbeav 


en. 




ter drops, 




TliatBlre^ 


im with rainbow radian 


cesalhej- 


move: 


Bnt Touni 


J Iho parent stem, the K 


mglowic 


.ughs 


Bencllni 


lellttiriag ring, and art 


oiablde 




ThegrasB 


J floor. Oh ! jon might deem th. 


espot 
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Deep in tbe wonil) of oarth — where tbe gema grow, 

And diamoads put forCli radiant rofla, and bud 

"With ameUiTSt and topaz-^ and tJic place 

Ut up most ror&lly, wiOi the pure tesm 

That dwells -within ttem. Or haply Iho vast hall 

Of ftlrj palace, that oiitlasls the night; 

And Met not In the glury t>f the sun ; 

■Where ctyBtal columns scud forth slender shifts 

■Wind from the sight In brightness, and are lost 

Then BofiSt no caTern roof, no palace Tault : 
Thete the bine sky and Ihs white dritting ciond 
Ijlot jD. Again the wllrtered feoe7 dreams 
Of spouting founlidns. fVoieu se they rose, 
And fliefl, with all their liraoehhig jata, in air, 
And tai Ih^r alniaia sealed. All, aU is l^ht — 
Light without shade I 



April has come again : and the kite-season has 
opened with great activity. Did you ever remark, when 
Nature hegins to waken from her winter-sleep ; when tie 
woods ' beyond the swelling floods ' of the rivers begin to 
redden; when the snow has left us, and the city-trees are 
a6oM( leave-ing; when the first airs of spring assume their 
natural blandness ; when ladies are out with their ' spring 
hats' and carmen with their spring-carts ; how innumei^ 
ous kites be^n to thicken in the air ? Yonder a big un- 
wieldy fellow rises with calm dignity, trailing his long tail 
with great propriety behind him; here a little bustling 
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creature ducks and dives, coquetting first o 
on that ; until finally turning two or thr 
almost reaches the earth ; but soon rises at a tangent, and 
sails far up into the bright blue firmament. Look ! the 
a^r ia full of them ! It is a charming amusement, this 
kite-flying of the boys. We greatly affect it, even now, 
although we are ' out of our 'teens 1 ' There is something 
ethereal in it ; something that lifts up the young admi- 
ration. 



and the mysterious realm that lies beyond its visible con- 
fines. Our metropolitan juveniles do n't know how to 
construct 'em. Thin, tissue-paper things, with no shape to 
them beyond that of a confused sexagon, no place for a 
head, and less for a tail, these are the machines you see 
fluttering and bobbing, ducking and sidling, in the sky of 
Gotham. How unlike the walnut-bow and cedar-shaft 
kit* of the ked'ntry ; with its red-worsted win^ ' a flap- 
pink in the hair,' as Tbllowplush says, its flimament of 
bright paper-stars gleaming in the sun ; its long flaunting 
tail moving gracefully with the mass above it, its tassolled 
end waving like the tail-fin of a fish, that gracefuUest of 
moving things. Ah I those were the kites ; and it was 
fi'ora such specimens of 'high art' that we derived our 
love of them, which to this day has never left us ; as many 
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a lad can testify, who has been flying kites in our ' beat,' 
as we daily wend to and from the sanctum. We confi- 
dently ask our juvenile friends, did we ever see a kite, how- 
soever small or ignoble, lodged in a ti'ee, or on a telegraph 
wire, or twisted round a telegi'aph-pole, or a chimney, 
without rendering immediate and 'valuable assistance!' 
Neverl — and if the dyspeptic Wall-street broker, who 
called the attention of his sneering chum the other roorn- 

ng to 01 1 Ebiok lescen 1 g a tree a liaabled kite in 
his 1 a d an 1 a sol t <jf co t ty his trowser- 
loons ¥ II all 1 or st eet, we w 11 givo him a little 

il strat on of the 1 x rj of do ng good The bright, 
golden ha ed boy wl o o ned tl it k te Mr. Broker, 
knows how to be grateful ; and if we should hereafter ever 
flourish in Wall-street, in your line, he would send ns the 
best of shaving-'papor' to be had in 'the street;' and 
we caii tell you too, Mr. Politician, that if in the pro- 
gress of events, we should chance to be ' np ' for some of- 
fice in the gift of this our good old Knickbrbockbr dty, 
that lad would be ' good for ' fifty votes. We can only 
say, that once in a municipal ofiice, of (lie proper de- 
scription, our best exertions shall not be wanting to ' put 
down' the telegraph-poles and wires. Electricity is a 
'good institution,' no doubt, and enables us to 'enjoy our 
murders' in the morning papers to a gi'eater extent than 
formerly ; but telegraphs were never intended to interfere 
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witi the 'vested rights' of buys engaged in kitc-fiying: 
never ! The destruction, in this brantli of business is 
gi'i-atly increasing. Look at the ragged skeletons, the al- 
most fossil remain«, tlidt flap and writhe upon the wires 
and posts, where they hive been gibbetted — 'lean, rent 
and beggared bj the sfiUinpet tund ! ' 'What 'underlies' 
all tbis evil ! The telegraph system. Eoya, ' To the 
poles ! down with the poles ' ' should be the rallying cry. 
They are aristocratic : they are unconstitutional : they are 
worse than the ' "WiLMOT proviso!' Such and so many 
have beea the wrecks of kites, ' saiUng on the high seas 
of air,' that juvenile enterprise has been diverted to other 
channels ; and a viniient eruption of whip-tops, ' groaning 
under the lash,' has hi'oken out, and is spreading all over 
the metropolis; driving the aged from the walks, invading 
the delicate feet and ankles of our lovely female pedestri- 
ans, and playing the very deuce with the interior of their 
beautiful white under- dresses. 
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IN olden times there was a distinct class of itinerants 
in New-England, who were called ' cider-heggai's.' One 
of them, on a Sunday morning, called at a farm-hous6, 
and finding only the ' woman of the house' at home, was 
quite impoi'tunata in his demands for 'Old-Orchard,' He 
was fimaly and peraeveringly denied. As a last resort, he 
reminded the pious lady that she sliould remember the 
Scriptural injunction to entertain strangers, ' for thereby 
many had entertained angels unawares,' ' I will lisk that,' 
said she : ' for who ever teard of an angel going about 
Sunday morning begging for cider ! ' 

' I advise you to go to wort,' said an Ameiican in Lon- 
don to a beggar, who was pertinaciously beseeching him 
for a shilhng : ' you are a hearty, hale fellow ; I advise 
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you to go to work.' ' I asked you for your money : I 
did n't ask you for your advice ! ' was tbe cool reply. Al- 
most as impudent as t!ie Spaniah mounted beggar in. 
Valparaiso, who replied to the remark of a pedestrian 
traveller, ' Why, Sir, you come to beg of me, who am 
compelled to go on foot, while you ride on horseback !' 
'Very true. Sir; and I have the more weerf to beg, for I 
have to support my horse and myself too : so be so good 
as to hand over I ' So iwy reasonable was tbis proposi- 
tion, that it was at once complied witb ! 



Yes : and now how pleasant to the husbandman is 
' all the land about, and all the flowers that blow :' the 
springing gi'ass, tbe budding-trees, the smell of the fresh- 
ploughed earth, the transparent briskness of the spring- 
tide air ! Seaaon of hope and promise to the independent, 
happy cultivator of the soil ! As a quaint old English 
poet says : 
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Dm you ever have the thought of what ra now — at 
the moment while you happea to think that you are think- 
ing — ^^ia Event and in Nature, ia various and far-divided 
parts of the world ! Say of scenery, for example : your 
imagiuation shall take you to the vast crackling ice-flelds 
of Norway, or the rushing maelstrom, circling and eddy- 
ing day and night, as it ' sweeps its awful cycle : ' or the 
vast Niagara cataract rolhng its solemn roaring floods to 
Ontario and the Atlantic ; or the suhlime rocky heights 
that lie between us and the Fadfic, and the boundless 
prairie-fields fiat stretch away from their ' giant feet : ' or 
some transcendent villa in Italy, sleeping in the purple air 
under Alpine shadows, with groups of figures, such as are 
seen in antique marbles : or in some kindred scene in 
India, where the evening's breath is oppressive with per- 
fume, and the rudest sound tliat breaks the stillness is the 
sweet coo of the wood-pigeon, or the sudden flight of a 
flock of gay parrots : or where the blessed Nile distributes 
along the vale of Egypt the gifis of the Mosr High, or 
the minarets rise from the midat of golden clusters of cas- 
sia-trees : or where the Arab gathers has harvest of yellow 
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dat«a, or with the remote inhabitants of countries that the 
sun delays to look upon ? Did you ever tkink of Nature 
in this way, at one and the same momeat? — and in the 
like manner of Events ? In one country, fierce battles 
raging; in another, the people just beginning to rejoice in 
the beams of peace ; here national happiness and tran- 
quillity; there discord and grief; a land 'rent with civil 
feuds, and drenched in fraternal blood ? ' 



It is generally known, we believe, that a deaf pei-sou 
by watching the motions of a speaker's lips can under- 
stand Tvhat one is saying. We have heard of a Quaker 
woman, who was deaf, who used regularly to go fo meet- 
ing, and without hearing a single word, could nevertheless 
report every thing that was said. One ' First-day ' she 
came home without being able to give any account of the 
discourse. Her vision waa impaired : and when asked in 
relation to the ' exercise,' she replied ; ' I can't tell any 
thing about it : I went to meeting and forgot my spec- 
tacles!' 

Ebad this, O daughter of Wealth ! and ponder it 
well. Let it sink into your heart of hearts, and be the 
means of awakening there some sympathy for a toiling, 
suffering sister, who by no fault of hers is the serf she is : 
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These lines, wiicli would do honor to any poet in 
Ckrisfendom, are from the pen of James Kosseu, Lowell, 



"We do not often envy any hum-ui being ■ but we con 
fesa to having enterta pJ s methmg of th s feel ng towird 
the possessor of a heaut ful house a I ch'irm ng gro ds 
whict we pass dailv m a fish onaWe quarter of the town 
during the pleasant October laya But one mom gwe 
saw the owner amo g h s grapes an 1 flowers nd f un 
tains : a tall, care wo n th n saged min who stood 
tremblingly on ' his p ns and su ey d L s bea tif 1 pos 
sessions. Ah 1 thought we, tbere is a ' compensation ' in 
everything. 'What pleasure can it be to thee,' says an 
eloquent divine, ' to wrap the living skeleton in purple, and 
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wither alive in cloth-of-gold, wliea the clothes serve only 
to upbraid the uselessness of thy limbs, and the lioh fare 
only reproaches thee, and tantalizes the weakness of thy 
stoinacli! Sir 'lei us to our mutton,' with that good di- 
gestion which waits on an appetit* that is most like a 
hungry anaconda's. 

A FRIEND of ouiB from the South, mentioned the 
other day a funeral sermon which he heard in !North Car- 
olina not long mux, that set even our assodat* Owl 

a-winking. Parson S , aratlier eccentric character, was 

called upon to 'preach the funeral' of a Lard case, named 
Rakn, which he did in the following unique style : ' My 
beloved brethren and sistern : ef our dear departed brother 
Kann would a-wanted somebody to come here, and tell 
lies about him, and make him out a better man than he 
war, he would n t a-chose me to ' preach h s t inenl No 
my brethren, he wanted to be held up ^s a bu n ^nd a 
shinin' light to warn you from the error of yoi r wiys 
He kept horses, and he run'd 'em he kept ch kens and 
hefou't'em; he kept women, and tJeie sts his ■«il w 
who can prove it. (The widow sat directly in front of the 
pulpit, and here gave an affirmatory nod.) Our dear de- 
parted brother had many warnin'a, brethren, Tlie first 
warain' was when he bi'oke his leg, but he still went on in 
the error of his ways. The second wamin' was when his 
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sou Pete hung himself in jail ; and Uie last and greatest 
wanuti' of all was when he died himself 1 ' The preacher 
enlarged on these topics until he had sunk Eann so low 
that his hearers began to doubt whether he would ever 
siucceed in getting him up again, and, as is usual in 'fu- 
nerals,' landing him safely in Abhauam's bosom. This 
was the object of the second part of the sermon, which 
started off thus: 'My brethren, there '11 be great me- 
racles, great meracles in Heavew. And the first raeracle 
will be, that many you expect to find there you won't see 
there. The people that go round wi^ long faces, makin 
long prayers, won't be there ; and the second meracle will 
be, that many you do n't expect to And there, as perhaps 
soma won't expect to find our dear departed brother Rann, 
you '11 see there : and the last and greatest meraole will 
be, to find yourselves there ! ' ' There is not one single 
word of exaggeration,' said the narrator, ' in this. It is a 
literal transcript.' 

The following lines were penned by Lord Nozoo, in 

167-. They first appeared in the , about the time 

of tiie reign of the first , in England ; 
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Have you never felt, just .it the season of mid-March, 
the foreo and truth of the ensuing observations ? Our 
only wonder is, that another should have expressed so per- 
fectly oui' own thoughts and emotions, a hundred times 
awakened and experienced, in the early ' spring-time of 
the year :' 'There is a certain melancholy in the evenings 
of eaily sprmg, ■which is among those influences of nature 
tlie moat unnproilly recognized, the most difScult to ex- 
plain The silent stii of reviving life, which does not yet 
betray m^os m the bud and blossom ; only in a softer 
cleirncs in the air a more lingering paase in tie slowly 
lengthening lay a mire delicate freshness and balm in 
the twilight itmospheie ; a more lovely yet still unquiet 
notefiom the bids settling down into their coverts; the 
viaiie =enae u dPi ill that husli, which still outwardly 
weais the bleak sterility of winter — of the busy change 
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hourly, momently at ■work — renew d th y uth f tl 
world, re-clothing witli vigorous bl t! kit t 

things ; all these messages from th h t f Natu e to 
the heart of Man may well affect and m e u B t why 
with melancholy 3 No thought on u pa t n tad 
consti-ues the low, gentle voices. It is not Thought that 
replies and reasons : it is Feeling that hears and dreams. 
Examine not, O child of man ! — examine not that myste- 
rious melancholy with the hard eyes of tliy reason ; thou 
canst not impale it on the spikes of thy thorny logic, nor 
describe its enehanfed circle by problems conned from thy 
schools. Borderer thyself of two worlds — the Dead and 
the Living— give thine ear to the tones, how thy soul to 
the shadows, that steal, in the season of change, from the 
dim Bordei' Landl' 



'JMoT long since,' writes an old friend and coirespond- 
ent, ' as I was returning from Buffalo, I was amused, 
while the cars made a momentary stop, at a demonstra- 
tion made by a crazy man, on his way to the State Luna- 
tic Asylum, at TJtica. He was standing on the track, in 
front of the 'iron-horse:' 'You think you are something!' 
he said, looking wildly at the locomotive, and assuming 
a boxing attitude; 'but look o' here: lean whip you! 
I Ve flogged the fiery bulls of Bashan, and biokcn their 
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horns off I Say ! — do n't you stand there, whistling and 
smoking, like a blackguard in a bar-room : jest jump to 

me, and IHl take the conceit out of you, you d d old 

cooJeing-stove on wheels /' 



Elliott, the eminent poi'tvaitrpaintej-, ' laid himself 
out' on a pun the other morning, as he was walking down 
town with a fi'iend, in a faintly-drizzling mist, so fine as 
scarcely to be perceptible fo the naked eye ; ' If it should 
stop altogether,' said 'Charlie,' 'it would n't be missed/' 
This has been carefully kept from the daily journals, and 
' now first appeal's in print.' P. S. Mr, Elliott has re- 
covered, and may still be found at his rooms, 'first floor 
ii^om the roof of the Art-Union Building, where may also 
be seen numerous new pictures from his industrious and 
fadle pencil ; each one informed with that perfectly life- 
like individuality of expression, whether in color, linea- 
ment, position, 6t drapery, which will render his portraits 
as lasting as the canvas upon which they are painted. 



We heard to-day a laughable ' Anecdote of a Man 
with a big Foot' He was a Buffalonian, who must be 
living now, for a man with so good a hold upon the 
ground is not likely to 'drop off' in a hurry. He stepped 
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one day into the small shop of a boot-maker's in tlie 
flourishing capital of old Erie, and asked Crispin' if he 
could make him a pair of boots. Looting at his long 
splay pedal extremities, and then glancing at a huge un- 
cut, cow-hide that hung upon the wall, he said, ' Well, 
yes, I guess so.' ' What time will you have them done ? 
To-day is Monday,' 'Well, it '11 depend on circum- 
stances ; I guess I can have 'em done for you by Satui'- 
day,' On Saturday, therefore, the man called for his 
boots : ' Have you got 'em done \ ' said he, as he entered 
the little shop. 'No, I have n't — I could n't; it has 
rained every day since I toot your measure.' ' Eained I ' 
exclaimed the astonished patron ; ' well, what of that } 
What had (hat ta do with it ? ' ' What had that to do 
with it ? ' echoed Chispin ; ' it had a ^ood deal to do with 
it. When 1 make your hoots / 've got to do it out doors, 
for I have n't room in my shop, and I can't work out 
doors in rainy weather ! ' It was the same man of ' large 
understanding' whom the porters used to bothei- so, when 
he landed from a steamer. They would rush up to him, 
seize hold of his feet, saying, ' Where shall 1 take your 
haggage. Sir ! Where 's this tTunh to go. Sir ? ' 



We shall not he so indiscreet as to name the popular 
clergyman against whoiii a con-espoiident iiiveigiis bit- 
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terly, in that, ' having heard great things of him, he went 
to hear him, and came away disappointed.' The sub- 
joined lines are quoted at the conclusion of our corre- 
spondent's commentary, as ' expressing exactly what the 
writer' desired to describe.' If the limning be faithful, the 
divine must have won the suffrages of those who affect 
' interestang preachers :' 



01 Ptway sublime, giva me io sing 
The Bplendora of that sermon I The bold a-lem, 
The look Gubllme, that beamed wllh coafidonce, 
The three wipes with tlie utrabtie handkerctaief ; 
Tbe sCrut — the bob — and the ImpresriTfl thmnp 
Upon tHa Holt Book 1 

'No notes woTBtliere 
Ho, not a scrap. All \raa lotDltlTO, 
Pouring like water ftom a fiasMng Piantain, 
With ouirent nneshausted. Now lie lips 
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The subjoined anecdote of a demagogue-candidate for 
the Legislature of a western State, a man of low mora! 
statin's, has heen sent ua by a new correspondent ; ' There 

was a ' strmip-Bpeaking,' and Abneb &, D had the 

platform, enlightening 'the uaterrified ' long and loudly. 
' Fellow-citizens,' s^d he, ' I now come to a slanderous 
rumor which has been most dastardly circulated against 
me from one eud of the county to t!ie other. My enemies, 
not content with endeavoiing to ruin my political prospects, 
have assasain-Iite attempted to blast my good name by 
their insidious i-eporta,' 'Abner' then stated what the 
rumor was, and continued : ' I rejoice, fellow-citizens, to 
have it in my power instantly to fasten the lie upon tliis 
malicious and atrocious slander, I see among you one of 
the most estimable citizens of this county, whose character 
for truth and integiity is above all question. Squire 
Schooler, to whom I allude, is acquainted with all the 
fects, and I call on him here to state whether this niraor 
is true or false. I pause for a reply.' Whereupon Squire 
Schooler slowly arose, and in his strong, slow, and sono- 
rous voice said: 'I rather think you did it, Abner!' 
You old scoundrel ! ' exclaimed Abner, ' why do you 
interrupt me, while I am discussing gi'eat constitutional 
questions, with your low personalities I ' And he accom- 
panied this objurgatory exclamation, with sucha 'surge' of 
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1, that Le stepped back beyond fie platform, 
fell backward on a big dog, amid the howls of wiich, and 
the deafening roars of tlie ' sovereigiK,' the meeting was 
effectually broken up. 



' It you wish to hear a little spednien of Yaniee 'cufe- 
neas, just listen to tbia colloquy, which we heard tlie other 
day in the counting-house of a mercantile fiiend ; ' A nian 
kind o' picks up a good many idees abeOut. I lamt a 
few in Wall-street.' 'In Wall-street?' 'Yes; 'see, I 
studied it eOut while I was atage-drivin'. I got a little 
change together ; did n't know where to place it ; could 
n't hire it eOut hum, 'cause I was pleadin' poverty all the 
time ; that, 'see, would n't deu : so I goes deOwn and 
claps it in the Dry Dock Bank ; got five per cent,, tew. 
Had a brother tiair who was teller. One day I 'gin a 
check for flily dollars : all right At last the bank got in 
trouble : I had some four or five thousand dollars ; I goes 
to my brotlier and draws eiiut my money : he pays me in 

Bank of notes. Well, I took 'em hum, hut they 

forgot to take cBut my check of fifl;y dollai's. So I goes, 
and sez I, 'I owe you fifty tliat you haint charged me ; 
will you take your own notes ?' ' Sartin,' sez tbey ; so I 
pays 'em in notes that I bought at twenty-five off, 'That's 
a good spec,' sez I ; so I goes arednd and buys up aheftut 
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tew hundred Dry Dock notes. When I got to the city I 
could n't pass 'em off. I tried a good many banks — no 
go. At last they cveOwded me ofi' the pavement in Wall- 
street, the creowd was so big, and I stood in the middle 
of the street, and caVlaied. I Ve got the idea,' sez I; 
'I 11 come country over 'em,' So I walked into the 

Bank of , toot off my hat, and looked areoucd as 

if did n't know what I was abeOut. I knowd the cashier; 
so he comes up : ' Sam ! ' sez he, ' what neOw ! ■ — ■ how 's 
the &mily ? ' ' All well,' sez I ; ' but what 'a the matter 
with your banks? I do n't know who to depend on. 
Here 's your neighbor, the Dry Dock 's gone, and may-be 
you'll go next; and I've got abeout five thousand dollars 
of your money; and t guess I '11 come debwn and draw 
the specie.' I expect I must a-looked as if I was frightened 
to death ; for he said to-once, ' DeOnt do that, 8am ! ' sez 
he ; ' you 'II frighten the hull country, and they '11 come 
and run us.' ' Can't help it,' sez I : ' Here 's abeOut tew 
hundred dollars of the Dry Dock, and if I do n't get the 
money somewhere before I go hum, I ']! draw on you 
sfioon.' ' Heow much ? ' sez ha. ' AbeOut tew hundred,' 
' We 'II take it, Sam,' sez he, ' and yon keep our paper.' 
* Well,' sez I, ' on that condition I 'II keep stiU.' I guess 
I made ray twenty-five per cent, eout of Wall-sti'eet that 
fjme, ' if I am Dutch,' as the sayin' is I ' There is not a 
great deal of honest financiering done in W,all-sti-eet that 
12* 
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is more slii'ewiily performed than was this 'fair business 
transaction.' 

' I vrAs walking through Trafalgar- Square in London, 
one morning,' said a travelled friend to us the other day, 
' when I was accosted by a man who was selling an en- 
graved picture of Christ Examining ike Trihute-Momy. 
He urged me so piteously to purchase one, that I was 
tempted to do so. I wish I liad it now to show you. 
Our Saviodb was dressed in as natty a swallow-tailed 
coat as you ever saw in a tailor's report of the fashions ; 
his pantaloons were strapped down over a pair of exquisite 
little boots, and he wore on hia head a small low bell- 
crowned hat, much in fashion about that time. His 
apostles were dressed in the same fashion ; only that it 
was evidently intended that tlie principal figure should in 
this respect quite exceed them. I thought of the value of 
' keeping ' in art, as I looked at that scriptural picture, and 
the text which it was supposed to illustrate; and, sacred 
aa was the subject, I could not help guffawing obstreper- 
oiisly in the crowded square,' 



We have not encountered any thing better than the 
following vindication of a friend by a western editor, since 
the eulogy pronounced upon Mr. Thomas HiaaiNs and 
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General Wasbington by a member of the legislature of 
Florida. The frieDd in question had been arrested for 
stealing sheep : ' We have tnown Mr. Thomas for twelve 
years. Our aequaintanee commenced witli the gi'eat storm 
which blew down our grandfather's bara. At that time 
he was a youiig man in the prime of life, and we think 
raised the best marrow-fat peas we ever eat. He was a 
good mathematician, kind to the poor, and troubled with 
fits. In all the relations of a husband, father, uncle, and 
trustee of common lands, he has foUowed the direct stand- 
ard of duty. Mr. Thomas is at this time forty-three years 
of age, slightly raaj'ked with the small-pox, an estimable 
citizen, a church-member, and a man of known integrity, 
for ten years. As to sheep-stealing, that he would have 
done it if he could get an opportunity, is without founda- 
tion in point of fact. Mr. Thomas could have stolen our 
lead-pencil several times, but he did n't do it.' 



Fifteen years ago wo placed upon record the follow- 
ing vaticination, in a review of Parker's Travels to the 
Kocky Mountains i 

' No insurmountable bariiers exist to the construclJon 
of a rail-road from the Atlantic to the Pacific. No 
greater elevations would need to be overcome than have 
been surmounted on the Portage and Ohio rail-road. And 
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the work will be accomplished. Let this prediction be 
mafked. This great chain of communication will be made 
with links of iron. The treasures of the earth, in that wide 
region, are not destjned to be lost. The mountains of 
coal, the vast meadow-seas, the fields of salt, the mighty 
forests, with theiv trees two hundred and fifty feet in 
height, the stores of magnesia, the ci'jstalliaed lakes of val- 
uable salts, these wei'e cot formed to be unemployed and 
wasted. The reader is now hving, who will make a rail- 
road trip across this vast continent The granite moun- 
tain will melt before the hand of enterprise ; valleys will 
be raised, and the unweaiying flre-steed will spout his hot 
white breath, where silence has reigned since the morning 
hymn of young creation was pealed over mountain flood 
and field. The mammoth's bone, and the bison's horn, 
buried for centuries, and long since turned to stone, will be 
bared to the daybj th I b rs f th Atlant a 1 Pa fi 
Kail-road Company k wh h t. nd n w as the 
night when Noah' 11 fltldwUla bnth 
the action of ' villa Hi t and h th i e 

stretches away, 'lik tl 1 te g dl 1 w I tl e 

sty,' with its wood Ingdtam tflw-ea lied 
turii and its herds f t tl J buff 1 h II weei tl 

long hissing train f 1 il tl j ng rs f th 

Padfio sea-board. Tl y Im f h 1 Id 

night will be invad d bin plae f tl m t 
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wild, beasts, oi' howl of wilder lodians, will be heard the 
lowing of herds, the bleating of flocks ; the plough will 
cleave the sods of many a rich valley and fruitful hill, 
while ' from many a dark bosom shall go up the pure 
prayer to the Great Spirit.' 



Somebody ( Captain Donowho, if we musl ^ve 
names) mentions an old saw-miller in Maine, whose pro- 
fane ob-structure of tJie stream which ' earned ' bis mill 
was itself carried away by a sudden fi'eshet. The mill 
was old ; the machinery in its decadence ; the whole es- 
tablishment ' tottering to its fall' The owner was regard- 
ing the ' fiood-wood ' of his fortunes with a sad and wist- 
ful eye, when a friendly byistander consolingly said to 
him : ' Build another : 't wont tate you three weeks to do 
it' ' Ah,' said the ci-devant miller, looking at the old na- 
ked edifice, which had no more ' back-water ' for a baek- 
groimd, ' it aint ■worth a dam ! ' Mentioning this the 
other evening to a friend, he said it reminded him of a 
d- — m which stopped the waters of a river between the 
mountains in one of our northern States, and which, by a 
sudden ' fresh,' was swept away during the night. The 
owner of the works thereon was a well-known gentleman 
of honor and intellect, but irritable, notwithstanding, and 
apt at times to give vent to his aroused emotions. The 
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Eeighbow a al gatletel aro nl i itng the ar il 
of the owner and spec Hi ng as tf the minner inl Un 
guage he would adoj t n ler the strong p ocat on to 
his ' pheel nlffi He soon afte arrived and piob Vly sus 
peeting, fom m vementa anl sgns alwut Iiim that the 
assembly vaa va t g fo a out br ak e y <? Uy 
surveyed tl e r sh ng i er ind the si e- ij t 1 id 
opened, ind t rn g to the peuple v th a bUnd s n le I e 
said: 'I think, neighbors, jou iviU all agtee with ine that 
this river ought to be dam — d ! ' 



Tub voyager up tlie Siiint Maey's river, after reach- 
ing a distance of some thirty miles from the Huron, v, 
begin to observe, crowning the green ridges that rise a: 
phitheatricaliy fi'om the stream, and at intervals of five 
seven miles, single trees of great height, standing like V' 
dant cones above the general level of the unbroken for 
around them. The aboriginal tradition is, that these are 
the funeral- ti'ees of Indian chiefe who have been, buried 
beneath them. When a great 'brave' died it was the 
custom of the survivors to bend or ' sway ' to the ground a 
tall young tree, and in the cavity occupied by the dis- 
placed roots and earth, f« lay the body of the dead war- 
rior, and then release the ti'ee, to spring back to its former 
position. WHirriER, in a poem several years since in the 



d^vGoogle 



Fukeral-Tkbbs of the Indians, 279 

Kniokeebockbb, described a similar observance in the in- 
stance of a Sokokis chief, on the banks of the Sebago 
lake, in tlie State of Maine : 



• TLey heaye the atoiborn trunl! Bsiae, 
Tli6 flrm toota from tbe earth divide — 
The i-ent booeaHi jawns dork md wide 

'And llioro tbe fullen chiof Is laid, 
In tas3e11ed garb of sklna airayed. 
And girdJed vVb hia wampnm-bBda. 

<T1ia silver ctobs he loved le preased 
Bonealli the lieavy arms, wliluh rest 
Upon hia scarred and naked hreagt 

' Tia dona ; the roots are taokward sent, 

The Indlan-a fitting monument 1 
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"Where Matnre'B yonnger ohlldrea rase. 
Lulled on their sotton'TDg mother's breast ? ' 

The western tradition, when related to us on board tlie 
little ' St. Clair' steamer, while she was struggling up the 
rapid rushing current of the St. Mary's, brought instantly 
to mind the foregoing beautiful lines ; and a single pencil- 
word, just seen on our little memoranda of some of the 
incidents of our last summer's memorable trip, has again 
brought the subject out from a baek-shelf of Memory's 
' oatch-alL' 
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NUMBER THIRTEEN. 



WALKING along the Battery, on our return tbis 
evening from a delightful trip down the Lower Bay, in 
the ' Orus' steamer, we beheldayouEg man whom we had 
tnowa many years since, but whom we had not eeen for 
many montbs, zig-zag-ing along the middle walk, with a 
friendly supporter hold of each arm. He was * boozy ,' 
he was ' swipsed,' be was ' cut,' te was ' tight,' he was 
' cizzled,' be was ' building,' be bad ' a stone in his bat,' 
he was 'intoxicated' — he was drunk! He glanced at 
us with an unrecogniaing, lack-lustre eye, and shambled 
on — his two friends seemingly ashamed of their burthen ; 
an object of compassion U> friends, of derision to foes ; 
scrutinized by strangers, and stared at by fools, O I tbat 
the weak, the nervous, who ' feel a daily longing for some 
artificial aid to raise their spirits in society to the ordi- 
nary pitch of all around them without it,' could Jiave seen 
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282 The Inebriate — a "Warning. 

that spectacle ; could have seen that young man. ' strug- 
gling with the hillows that had gone over him ! ' Where 
were his pride, his self-respect, hia lovo of tlie world's 
esteem ? It has always seemed inexplicable to ua, that a 
man with the garh and feelings of a gentleman, conscious 
of what helonged to the character, should go on from day 
to day rivetting the chains of habit, until at length he 
finds himself going down a precipice with open eyes and 
a passive will ; seeing his destruction, without the power 
to stop it, yet feehng it all the way emanating from him- 
self; bearing abont the piteous spectacle of his own self- 
nun, the 'body of death, out of which he cries with 
feebler and feebler outcry to he delivered ; ' until at last, 
forgetful of all self-respect, he falls into that taste for low 
society whieh is ' worse than pressing to death, whippings, 
or hanging,' and finally falls to lise no more. Wine, pro- 
perly and moderately used, is ' a good familiar creature,' 
but 'every inordinate cup is unblessed, and the ingredient 
is a devil;' and he who cannot avoid, or finds himself in 
any degree approaching, the ' inordinate cup,' should 
eschew it utterly ; for at the last it ' will bite like a sei^ 
pent and sting like an adder ! ' 



A FRIEND of ours, not long since in England, relates a 
diaracteristic anecdote of Charles Lamb, which he heard 
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An Ornament to Socieiv. 

there, and which we think worth repeating here, 
dinnev-table one evening, a sea-faring guest waa d 
a terrific naval engagement, of which he was a spectator, 
on board a British man-of-war. ' While I whs watching 
the effects of the galUng Are upon the masts and rigging,' 
said he, ' them came a cannoa-ball, which took off both 
legs from a poor sailor who was in the shrouds. He fell 
toward the deck, but at that moment another cannon-ball 
whizzed over us, which, strange to say, took off both his 
arms, which fell upon deck, while the poor fellow's limb- 
less ti'unk was carried overboard.' ' Heavens 1' exclaimed 
Lakb ; ' did n't you save him ! ' ' ITo,' replied the naval 
MuNOHAUBEN ; ' he could n't swim, of course, and he sank 
before assistance could be rendered him.' 'It waa a sad, 
sad loss ! ' said Lamb, musingly ; ' if he could have been 
picked up, what an ornament to society he might have 
become ! ' 

Wb record here an anecdote of Hon. Secretary 
CoRwiN, because it admirably illustrates the potency of 
forms' in political meetings, and the absence of ' entoosi/- 
mussy,'' as Byron would term it, in some parlizan audi- 
tories. Mr, OoRWiN, in the early part of his political 
career, had been addressing some ten or twelve thousand 
of his matfci'-ol-fact fellow citizens, at a place called 'New- 
Engiand Settlement,' in the Western Reserve. He never 
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284 Anecdote op Mr. Corwib. 

made a better speech, nor uttered ono more impressively, 
m his hie but it was not interrupted during its delivery 
bj a single encomaging word or gesture ; and when it 
WIS tmished, an awhil pause ensued ; until a tall thin 
Yankee on the outskiits of the crowd, rose and SMd, in a 
thm drawling (oite Mr, Chairman, I move that, in con- 
sideration of the spTnled and patriotic speech of Mr, Cor- 
WINE thi'! meeting gi^e him three cheers!' Another 
awful pause followed ; when a httle man jumped up on 
the other side of the crowd, and jerked out : 'I second that 
motion!' The chairman rose with great deliberation and 
dignity : ' Gentlemen,' said he, ' you have heard tlie reso- 
lution : it is moved and seconded, that in consideration of 
the spiiited and patriotic speech which we have heai'd 
fi'om Mr. CoR-wiNB, this meeting proceed to give him 
three cheers!' An irregular 'IToorah!'' was retunied, and 
then all was silence. The chairman rose again ; ' The 
resolution, it should not he forgotten,' said he, ' contem- 
plated three cheers; yon will theretbre now proceed to 
give a second cheer ; ' and a second ' cheer,' such as it w^ 
was given ; and a third followed, with the same forms ; 
and the ' large and enthusiastic meeting' dispersed. 



If you are a mother or a fether, reader, and hear 
nightly from rosy, innocent lips the prayer of childhood 
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A Child's Last 'Good-Nioh &o 

mentioned in the following account of tlie dea 1 of a s 
sionary's little givl, you will feel in your ' Lea t of liea ts 
the touching pathos which it embodies. It s ai e -wt 
from a letter of Kev. Mr. Lawrence, at Dnlgul n 
India, announcing tlie death of a lovely ch Id betwee 
three and four years of age : ' Dear Lou hA went as 
calmly to her last repose as the shutting up of a flower at 
twilight. As her sight began to fail, though about four 
o'clock in the afternoon, she saiA to me, ' Cfood night, 
father! hei' u.sual words on going to sleep, and then went 
on to I'epeat : 



'And so she left iis to weep and rejoice, and now to 
long almost for a reunion : rot here ; oh, no, not here ! 
Sweet, hleaaed child ! a more fitting prayer thou couldst 
not have offered, had tfiy lips been then, as now, the lips 
of an angel ! Thou wert indeed lying down to sleep, and 
sweet shall be thy rest, for the Lobb will keep thee : thoit 
shalt sleep on His breast and wake in His arms. She 
did not live to say. 



but the Lord took her in the midst of her evening prayer, 
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286 A Rich Eestauuant 'Carte.' 

when she mistook the darkness of death gathering over 
her for the shades of evening, and bidding her friends 
' Good night,' calmly committed her sweet spirit to her 
heavenly Father's care.' 



We were not a little amused the other day, on sitting 
down with a friend at a ' foreign-tept ' cafe, not a thou- 
sand miles from Broadway, at finding on our plate the an- 
nexed bill of fare. Some wag had obtained possession of 
one of its blank bill-heads, and by way of a parody upon 
the fcec[uent errors committed at that restaurant in trans- 
ferring French edibles to Englisb, as well fis by way of 
satire upon the ' entertainment ' sometimes to be met with 
there, had substituted the following for the r^ular ' carte ' 
of the day : 

IIST OF VICT0AIS 



SouF-MaJgre, (four pidla walcr 
Flabes (assorted El»e)blled, .. 



" " dreaaefl, 

Fillet de Bieuf, CampAnaloglau eaast 

Line of an Old Bull, 

Bound of Beef; 
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Contudeiing the ]uxtapositioii ti '.cme of the ibove 
81 tides, and tha sjle of epelhiig, we LaiP come tj the 
conclnsion that Mr Titi.onrLT.BH must he frtielltng in 
cog in this ' wooden country ' 



We took a short ' sally-out ' this morning' ' 'cross lots 
toward the Hudson, from the Bloomingdale Road, with a 
protecting umhrella against the burning vays of the sun. 
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How liot and still it was ! No sound came from tlie land- 
scape, save where myriada of 

'PiTTBRiBQ grassLoppern, confiis'aij shrill, 
Piped giddily along tlie e'ow!ng lilll.' 

Since we have come back, a cloud which was no big- 
ger than a man's hand wheu we cached home, has proved 
to be pregnant with wind and rain, of which there has 
been a very ' general delivery ; ' and now, how different 
is the Mr ! We have been thinking of what Carlylb 
says somewhere; 'The expression of the fluctuations and 
modifications of feeling in the heart of the heavens is made 
audible and visible and tangible on tbeii- face and bosom. 
O Heavens ! what have I not felt in a summer shower 1 
The diy world all at once made dewy ! ' 

' Do you believe in fore-runners ! ' asked a nervous 

lady of old Deacon J . 'Yes Ma'am,' rephed the 

Deacon ; ' I 've seen them ! ' ' Bless me ! ' exclaimed the 
lady ; ' do tell ! ' ' Yes,' continued the Deacon, fixing his 
eyes with a solemn stare on a dark corner of the room : 
'I see 07te now f 'Mercy! mercy on me!' shiieked the 
lady; 'where!' 'There! there 1' said the Deacon, point- 
ing to where his eyes were directed. ' That cat, Ma'am, 
may be called a fore-rminer, for she runs on all-fours ! ' 
Speaking of apparitions : that is rather a forcible argu- 
ment urged against tie theory of their existence by one 
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of the characters in ' The Grimsby Ghost : ' ' Ghosts be 
hanged. ! It 's too late in the day for 'em, by a whole 
century : they 're quite exploded ; went out with the old 
witches : No, Sir ; workmen may rise for higher wages ; 
the sun may rise, and bread may rise, and the sea may 
rise, aud the rising generation may rise, and all to some 
good or bad purpose ; but that the dead and buried 
should rise, only to make one's hair rise, is more than I 
oaa credit. What should they rise for 3 Some say they 
come with messages or erraiids to the living ; but they 
oan't deliver 'em for want of breath, and can't execute 'em 
for the want of physical force. If you come up out of 
your grave to serve a friend, how are you to help him ? 
And if it 's an enemy, what 's the use of appearing to him 
if you can't pitch into him?' To whicli an interlocutor 
replies, ' To show your spirit, of course ;' and he goes on 
to declai'e kis belief in ghosts; for he was ' knowing to' a 
case of the hind, where a figure-head of a vessel called 
the Brittania had appeared to a retired searcaptain in Lon- 
don, on the very night that she found a watery grave off 
Cape Horn ! ' 



liidle I a d'n-dniadfiiL ficea'ne relate, 
wod'n bilgbt yontb aa e'er yon see, 
OS kIdTa Id-n HarUOrd by a tree. 
Id'n Hutfora by s trae 1 ' 
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290 A 'Dreadful Sced'ne' in Verse. 

Now when we heard this affecting stanza suddenly sung, 
during a slight pause in the conversation, etc., of a pleas- 
ant eveningparty at 15 , we pricked up our eara for 

the 'full and particular account' of the 'dreadful sced'ne,' 

so pathetically alluded to, 8 , with befitting nasal 

twang, and ' linked sweetness long drawn out,' went on : 

' Od'ne IfliAo Aeeott was his nab'ine. 
Who late-ly id'nto llarttbrd came ; 
Ecsidin' with Lis btoUicr J*b'hb8. 



Hour Ihrty rods to ad'n sali-treo ; 
Tlic top n-RS lirj, la you shall see — 
Wan dry, QB fon shall see, 

' He out it off all frob-m tlie Btnb-mp, 
The top bein' Hey, threw ba<* s oliniit:, 
WlJieh flew adnd hit-Um on Sis head, 
Ad'nd criiBli'd hib'm, yet lie ivaa not don. 
nili'm, yet he was not dead. 
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The 'Poojt EioH Mi 

They tank hib'm up sd'ud bore hlb'm hob 
Put hft-'m to bed Wii a warb'tn roob'm, 
To bed Id'n u warb'm rooWm. 



' There are soqio people,' says a modern author who 
has a, keen eye for the weaknesses and absurdities of ' the 
world,' ' there are some people, who have no reverence ex- 
cept for prosperity, and no eye for any tiling beyond suc- 
cess.' These are the men who fasten on to rict folks so 
naturally, and whom the richer folks than themselves, for 
that very I'eason, always despise. These are the men who, 
when told that the young man next them at dinner, or 
whom they encounter at their club, has I'ccently become 
the heir of half a million, regard him with an 'interest' 
that he sees through with half an eye, and speaks of else- 
where with an appropriate sneer. These men, who know 
their own fortuitous gains to be vastly overrated ; whose 
affections rush out to meet and welcome money ; whose 
sentiments awaken spontaneously toward the interesting 
possessors of it ; these men do n'fc consider themselves at 
liberty to indulge in friendship for any individual who is 
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292 BUROHARD ON ToBACCO. 

not richer tian themselves ; in consequence of which, it is 
difficult to say whether they are moat despised by those 
who are above or those who are below them in a pecu- 
niary point of view ; while the irrepressible self-conscious- 
ness tiat they are mere Dombeys makes them even more 
distasteful to themselves than to othera. These aro the 
'poor rich meit' whom Miss Sedowick has so well de- 
scribed. 

A cASuAi. correspondent in "Watertowc, (N. Y.,) senas 
us the following exti'act from a temperance-lecture by 
BuRcnAan, the eccentric ' revivalist,' lately delivered in 
that village. We mentioned in a recent anecdote the 
manner in which the speaker once obtained a quid of to- 
bacco in church ; and it seems hnt fail' that we should set 
forth his subsequent trials in es-chewing the weed : ' I 
■was once,' said he, ' an inveterate lover of tobacco, and I 
know how difficult it is to break off the habit of using it; 
still it can be done. 1 indulged in the use of the weed to a 
great excess ; I loved it ; but knowing that its effects were 
bad, and especially ill-becoming a minister of the gospel, 
I made one almighty resolve to quit it. With that reso- 
lution I took a tremendous ' cud,' which was to be my 
final wind-off. I chewed it and chewed it, and ' rolled it 
as a Sweet morsel under my tongue,' and from one cheek 
to the other, for three weeks. 'Peal's to me tobacco never 
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tasted so good before ;alla] tldt hen I 

recollected tliat it was to i. y 1 t ^ I^C When 

its strength was a]I gon I tl t a?vay There, 

BoHCHARD,' said I, 'there goes your last — your omega of 
quids ! ' Well, for a while it was very hard doing without 
il, and I was often sorely tempted to try it again. Old 
tobacco -che were would pull out their rusty eteel-hoxes, 
give them a scientific snap, and say, ' Bobchabd, have a 
chew 3 ' — and for a long lime, whenever I heard the click 
of a tobacco-box, I invohmtarily put my hand in my 
trowse's to get told of ray pig-tail. In fact I am afraid I 
aometimes blundered dreadfully in my sermons, my 
thoughts being more perhaps upon tobacco than upon the 
Lord. But I stuck to my resolution ; and neither ' caven- 
dish ' nor ' pig-tail ' has ever been between my teeth from 
that day to this ! ' 



TiiE article entitled ^Infidelity in Ifew-Yorh^ magni- 
fies, we must hope and believe, what would otherwise in- 
deed bo a ' dangerous moral enemy.' Infidelity, snch as 
OUT correspondent describes, can gain few adherents. 
What is substituted, for what is disbelieved, must prevent 
any great extension of such, vague and wicked assump- 
tions. ' Let any of those who renounce Christianity write 
fairly down in a book all the absurdities which they be- 
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lieve instead of it, and they will find that it requires more 
faifli to reject Christianity than to embrace it : 



Oh nhsl CDuM cbecli the rising E 

'What eartbl; thing could pleas 

Oh who would Tenture then to d. 



If men, says Lacon, have been termed pilgrims, and 
life a journey, then we may add, that the Christian pil- 
grimage far surpasses ait others in the following important 
particulars ; in the goodness of the road, in the beauty of 
the prospects, in the excellence of the company, and in 
the vast superiority of the accommodation provided for the 
Christian traveller who has finished his course. 



Talk about the ' progress of the age,' t^ie ' barbarism 
of the past,' aud tte "like ! Where, in any country, save 
such as makes its own laws directly through the people, 
could an occurrence like tlie following take place ! A 
legal friend of ours, passing recently through the charm- 
ing village of Canandaigua, was struck with the appear- 
ance of an oblong frame building by the road-side, a little 
way out of the town, open by gratings on all sides, and 
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Strict C on STitucTioN. 295 

presenting the appearance of an ornamental cora-house. 
He was attracted toward tlie spot by repeated calls from 
the interior ; and on reaching it, wLat was bis surpiiso to 
find tlie place occupied hy four respectable citizens of the 
village 1 They were confined in the town-pound, liitherto 
a sort of ' epongiug-kouse ' for animals having no visible 
means of support, and indebted for past 'keep' to the cor- 
poration grounds. They were sadly in want of food, and 
their beards Lad assumed an appearance not unlike that 
of tie gentleman's who staid so long at Jericho, beyond 
the termination of the ' long stage' from Dan to Beer- 
sheba. On inquiring tlie cause of their incarceration, our 
ftiend was informed that they were the Trustees of the 
village ; that they had been confined there for more than 
« week, under a section of the ' Laws of New-York,' of 
1820 ; and that at the end of four days they were to ha 
sold into bondage e of the unhappy wretches here 
thrust through tie g at gal rty, crumpled piece of pa- 
per, on which wa w tten » tl a blunt pctioii the ' sec- 
tion' by virtue of vh ch they ve e held in duress. It ran 
as follows, and m y be fou 1 at page two hundred and 
forty-four of the ' State Laws :' 

of CanandRl^a, that douMs exist upon the tine consti'aolion o[ the tliird acc- 

law, ana for oerlaia amonilmants in the said act. Tlt&-^re, 

'Be it bhmubd, Tbat Iba said Trustees, or the mi^oc part ct theiii,asotleo 
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Afi seized and impounded, an^ a/ier rd^BotiafiU Ueld]/ mof/ &e NoZd oi pu&- 
1441 ven'^iH, t» pay Uie penollleB liDptiBed for tlie violaljon or Ruy suDb ordiaaiice, 
tflgether with cost and ctiBrges.^ 

Somo p vafa c tjzens, aware of this section of tiie act, 
as it stands e en now n the statute-booJc, and actuated 
by piivafe j que &gi nst the t sf ees, Bad taken the law 
into the! own haul':, and p t t in force agsunst them. 
Its 'plain n eau g and ntt t were not matters to be con- 
sidered. There stood the statute ; they followed it ' to the 
etter ; ' and ■ — here stood its victims ! It was a hard case, 
to bo sure ; but then, on the ottei" hand, such mistakes 
sometimes result in /aooj- of the accused; as in an in- 
stance reported in 3 Habb, Delaware Eeports; where a 
man was indicted for stealing ' one pair of boots.' The 
theft was proved : but fJie thief was acquitted, the evidence 
showing that the boots were not a pair. They were the 
' better-halves ' of two paira of ' righfa-and-lefte ; ' and be- 
ing both 'rights,' the Judge decided that it was 'all right,' 
and the prisoner left. "What will the ' monarchical press ' 
say to these lega! abuses of the model republic ? 

Mh. , the distinguished agriculturist of Patter- 
son, New-Jersey, was remarking recently to a lady-friend 
of his, that he could wish, for one, that the Latin terms 
used in agricuHural chemisfi^ and botany could be re- 
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Inglish, so that their meaning might be more 
y understood by the great mass of farmers, and 
persons fond of botany. ' Well,' observed the spinster, 
' I hive changed all the Latin names ia my herbariam to 
English ; all except two, and I could n't find names for 
tiietn.' ' What were they, Madam ! ' ' They was the 
' Ory-Bory Aliis' wA the ' Delirian. Trimins P 



' Do I understand the counsel for defendant,' asked a 
very far-western judge, 'to say, that be is about to read 
bis authorities, as against the decision just pronounced 
from the bench ?' 'By no meatis/' responded the coun- 
sel 'aforesaid.' 'I was merely going to show to your 
honor, by a brief passage which I was about to read from 
the book which I hold in my hand, what an old fool 
Blaokstonb must have been!' 'Oh, ay!' said the 
judge, not a little elated ; ' and there the matter ended.' 



IiET us try to give you veiy briefly, reader, a little 
story that was told us the other night in the sanctum. 
We will endeavor to present it as nearly as possible in the 
words of the narrator t ' Did I ever tell you,' said he, 
'about my firat and last poetical effort? Keclcon not. 
Well, thus it was : A considerable long time ago, when I 
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298 A Poetical Quandary. 

was pui-suing the law, fkaud ^aaaibus (squis,) and which I 
never overtook, I was sitting with my feet on a liae with 
my nostj, ■ my custom always in the afternoon,' when at 
the opened door a veritable chent appeared. His inimitahle 
hitch at the maist-hand spoie at once his ou,upatioii on 
the hi'iny deep. ' Do you ever write letters here ' ' n as 
his first question. ' Sometimes,' said I, ' although I am 
not exactly a man of letters.' ' Well, then,' said he, look- 
ing^ round carefully to see that his communication was 
confidential, 'I want a £ret-rate one.' ' To whom, and on 
what subject?' Tasked. 'To a gal in Kittery,' said he, 
' She aint acting right, and I want to tell her so. She 's 
been and gone to a sin^ng-school with another chap 
senco I left. Now take a sheet of paper and give her my 
mind strong I ' I did my hest, and put down in our good 
vernacular some emphatic expressions of indignation, and 
some hard knocks against the interloper of the singing- 
school. ' Hold there 1 ' says he, ' that is rather too much 
siul on that tact! Now put her off a few p'ints on an- 
other tack, and give her some soft biscuit, for I do n't 
want to break ofl' entirely ; only to score her, so that she 
will mind he:; helm and steer straight' So I eased off, and 
put in some ' soft sawder ' and love-sick nonsense. I read 
it to him. ' That will do,' said he ; ' but fell her, after all, 
it will be as she behaves ! ' So I qualified the honey with 
a little vinegar. ' That 's all right,' said he ; ' hut I want 
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you to put in some verees, to wind up the yarn.' ' Such 
as wliat ? ' said I. ' This ; 

'M-Epcn is foor, m; iDk la pole, 
M; love (br yon eluU never All.' 

'I wrote at his dictation until I came to the word 
'pale,' 'That will never do,' said I, 'for this ink ia most 
particularly black' — ■ and it was ' bla<3k as Erebus,' or ' the 
ace of spades.' This waa a poser. He scratched his head 
in LQost amusing perplexity. 'I muat have the poetry,' 
said he, 'at any rate; and what if it aint exactly tine ? 
Will that hurt it ? ' ' Wot as poelry,' said I, refining, ' but 
as fact It will be a false statement of a matter of fact, 
and the falsehood will be apparent on the face of the re- 
cord, and falsus in uno, fahus m omnibus, you know 
Jack! How can Betsey believe a word you say, with 
such a black falsehood staring her in tbe face ! ' {I was 
young, and fresb fi-om Blaokstonb, and talked learnedly.) 
' What stall we do ? ' cried Jack ; ' you must fix it some- 
how.' ' now will this answer. Jack ! ' I asked : 



' KKt-rate ! ' exclaimed Jack; and so it went, and so 
ended my first and last attempt at poetry. I wish I bad 
kept a copy of that letter ! ' 
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The 'Baohelob' was in a 'reverie:' 'Ealph Sba- 
wuLp' was silent: 'Richard Haywakde' was muang, 
and ' Old Khiok.' was drinking in the exhilarating air of 
the sweet Spring moniing — ('we four, and no more,' were 
being wheeled to Huntington, Long Island, over a heauti- 
fhl road, through pleasant villages, in a fine vehicle, drawn 
by a pair of 'faat bays') — when Haywabde, noting a 
long neck of land pushing out into the Sound, bare at low 
tide, and thickly besprinlded with crows, inijuii'ed, ' What 
la that? — ' Long-Neck," Horse-aeck," Cow-Neck,' 'Little- 
Neck,' 'Kye-Ncck,' or which of the Long-Hand ' Necks' 
is it?' 'Neither, I fency,' answered 'one of us;' 'it is 
only a nameless bar putting out into the Sound : but I 
should think 'Orow^ar' would be a good designation 
for it.' 
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THE horrora of ' Washinff Day ' have eoinposed a time- 
hallowed theme for grumblers, and have elicited the 
soft numbei'S of the poets. But according to an amusing 
traveller, whose ' Letters' we have recently read, they re- 
move far off the annoyance in. some parts of the old world. 
At Ouchy, near Lausanne, he wiites : ' I saw to-day for 
the first time in my life a converse of the washing-tub 
theorem. In the common case, the washing-tub contains 
water and the linen, but not the washei^woman, who is at 
some point without the tub ; in this case the tub contained 
the washer-woman, but neither water nor linen. The 
women were standing in tubs in the late, and were wash- 
ing clothes which were on the outside of the tub in the 
water. The mode they have of subsequently smacking 
the linen on the stones is a most uncharitable and un- 
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etristiati proceeding. Far fiom hiding tlie defects of an 
old shirt, it puts tham immediately ia a very striking 
light, and makes the most of all its little w 



The ensuing lines ai'e 


quite in the stylo of Thaok- 


bray's ' Peu of Limavady 


' yet they are perfectly origi- 


iial, and do not even verge 


upon parody. The reader will 


observe how completely the 


Hieasure chimes with rail-road 


motion : 




SiBQiHO through the ftrcsis, 


GenUemeoquibsoM 


EattllngoTerriclgas, 


Asiiug fiir ths Hows; 


abooUnganaerttroliM, 




Enmbllneoverbridgea: 


Inafitpt'lilues;' 


WhlMlng throngL tfie moimbdns. 




BrasiDg o'er tie vale- 


SobernBavlcar: 


Bleasmel-thlsispleaMW, 


denllemsn in snuff 


KMingonaraUI 


DreaflfDlly la llqnot ; 


MenofiHIRu™t'iitatli>iis' 


Stranger on the right 


iBtheej-eofFame. 


Looking Tory SDOD J, 


HeH»r«yMrqnt«kl7 


Obvloaelj' reading 


Coming to «ft«m(Bw; 


SO[natliiiign.llierfluuiy; 


HJgh and Wly people, 


Now Iha smiles sre Ihloker : 



Looming very tall ; 

Talking very snia"; 
Genaemen In Ughts 

With a loosa-lsh mien 
Gentlemen In gmy 

Looking ratlier green : 
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indent maidaD Mf 


Singing ttoough the focests. 


AnKiouBly roniflrks, 


HBtlling uyer rldg<a, 


rhittliem must be peril 


SLootlng under arcliea, 


•Munswraanyaparka: 


E[imliliiigoyorl>ri<lgei: 


ognlEli-looklng fellow, 


Whizzing throogH tLe moun 


Taming to the stranger, 


Buzzing o'er tlieTnIe— 


;bjs it -Shis opinion 


Eles) me 1 — tlila ia plcnBant, 


Sis is out of danger. 


Eidingoniraill 



itting Tis-a-Tia ; 
>j keeps B-aijualliiig, 



The well-known anet^dote of ' Jabvis and the melan- 
clioly Freneliman' with the segar-box had its parallel here 
a short time since. A gentleman of bituminous com- 
plexion, dressed all in sables, with black coat, black vest, 
black gloves, black pantaloons, and black hat, with a very 
Jong bla«k streamer depending thereft'om, was walking 
alone through Broadway ' with solemn step and slow,' 
bearing a veiy small baby's coffin under his right arm. A 
broUier 'darky' coining from the opposite direction, with. 
a recognitive grin, Exposing a row of teeth like the keys of 
a piano, hailed him : ' Well, Joe ! where is you bound 
dia mornin' wid yu box ? ' ' Saam ! ' said the ii 
with a look of offended dignity, and a ' stand-aside ' 
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of the arm, ' Go 'way ! — do n't you seo dat I is a fw- 
neralP 

'Who hath ludnesa of eyes!' This interrogative 
'portion of divine seiipture' is forcibly illustrated by an 
anecdote, related with most effective dryness by a friend 
of ours. An elderly gentleman, accustomed to ' indulge,' 
entered the bar-room of an inn in the pleasant city of 

H , on the Hudson, where set a grave Friend toasting 

his toes by the fire. Lifting a pair of green spectacles 
upon his forehead, rubbing his inflamed eyes, and calling 
for a hot brandy-toddy, he seated himself by the grate; 
and as he did so, ho remarked to Uncle Bkoadbrim that 
' Lis eyes were getting weal;er and weaker, and that even 
spectacles didn't seem to do 'em any good.' 'I '11 tell 
thee, friend,' rejoined the Quaker, 'what I think. I think 
if thee was to isewr thy spectacles over thy moulk for a few 
months, thy eyes would get sound again ! ' The ' com- 
plainant' did not eyen return thanks for this medical 
counsel, but sipped hts toddy in silence, and soon after left 
the room, ' uttering never a word.' 

It is related of the celebrated clergyman, John Ma- 
son, that sitting at a steam-boat table on one occasion, 
just as the passengers were 'falling to' in the customary 
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maimer, lie suddenly rapped vehemenUy upon the board 
with the end of hia knife, and exclaimed : ' Captain ! is 
thialxiat out of tJie jurisdiction of God Almighty ! If not, 
let us at least thank Him for hia continued goodness ; ' and 
heproceeded to pronounce 'grace' amidst tlie most reverent 
stillneaa. It is to be hoped, however, that his ' grace ' was 
not like the few set words handed down fi'oin father to 
son, mumbled witbout emotion, and deapatcbed with in- 
decent haste, which one sometimes hears repeated over 
country repasts. ' Bless this portion of food now in readi- 
ness for us ; give it to us in tby love ; let us eat and drink 

in thy fear — for Christ's sake Lorenzo, take your 

Jingers out of that plate ! ' was a gi'ace once said in imr 
hearing, but evidently not in that of the spoilt boy, 'grow- 
ing and always hungry,' who could not wait to be served. 
We should prefer to such insensible flippancy the practice 
of an old divine in New -England, who in asking a bless- 
ing upon his meals, was wont to name each separate dish. 
Sitting down one day to a dinner, which consisted partly of 
clams, beai-steak, etc., he was forced in a measure to fore- 
go his usual custom of furnishing a 'bill of particulars.' 
'Bless to our use,' said he, 'these treasures hid in the 

sand; bless this ' But the bear's-meat puzzled him, 

and he concluded with : ' Oh ! Lorb, thou only hnowest 
what it itif 
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OuB readers will remember the oi-der given by tlie 
Chinese Emperor to a corps of Mandarins, who wore to 
exterminafe the 'barbsriaH Engliebers ' in the harbor of 
Canton, by going down to tlia bank of the river in the 
night, and then and fJiere ' dive straight on board those 
foreiga ships, and put every soul of them to deati I ' 
Subseqnentlj', however, the red-bristling foreigners man- 
aged to land, wlien, as it since turns out, it became neces- 
saiy to adopt more sanguinary measures. The Erapeiwr 
called up one of his ' great generals,' and gave him his 
ordera ' Yuu must Jiess your eoIJieis,'said he, 'm a very 
frightful minnet, painting then {^ees with the most horrid 
flguieb, and depicting dragons ind monsters on your ban- 
nera you must then rush upon the biibauan^i «itli fear- 
ful outtne^, and terrify them =o tbit they will tall down 
flat on then faces , and when they are once down,' siud 
the Imperial potentate, ' their breeches are so Uyht that 
ikeij can never yet up agamP 



' Dbbss always and act to please your partner for life, 
as yon were fain to do before the nuptial-knot was tied.' 
This is an old maxim, and here is ' a commentator upon 
it.' A newly-married lady is suddenly surprised by a visit 
from a newly-married man, when she straightway begins 
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f ap 1 gi SI li bly 1 ned a d out of eouH- 
te tb htn halhlU; she did not 

m nd t w h 1 th w h ddl 1 n t expecting any 

mp y th b b 3y at !i b b t her bualand !' 

Th ] 1 1 m wl I h k th to 's Land, and 

) I m i tUy lad to y u J" CK ; I do n't 

L L t I as aim t a. 1 p t ■ aa there was 

n } 1 thm btmywif lidnt know what to do 
ivith myself ! ' 



The lines entitled ' Snoie ' are imbued wifli true feel- 
ing. It is easy to see that they came from lie writer's 
heart. ' I looted out of the window,' said our correspond- 
ent, in the note which encloses the lines to us, ' through a 
thick, sluggish snow, the first of the season, that was fall- 
ing softly across the river; and there I saw a house, and 
over the door was one of those rose-trees that grow so 
laige and luxuriantly in this meridian. The snow was 
falhng upon it ; and certain memories came into my heart 
of a hand that plucked roses, flushed with beauty and 
damp with dew, in ' the days that are no more ! ' The 
buds and the leaves of the bush had vanished ; the air of 
those evenings had floated away ; and she fied ! ' 

FiLL IMckly on the rose-busb, 
OhlMofly-HiUiiiBBnow! 
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'Funny Men.' 



And ivooea ita bud lo blow. 

GOTM the woll-known pstliway 

Oh, flamp, Daeember snowl 
Her step no longer lingers there 



Its fl'agrsnt flowers, and blithesome 
Should wlUi Vs loved one go I 



It is OTir private opinion that a merely ' fumiy man ' is 
one of the biggest bores in all the land of Boredom. Wit 
and humor, united to general discernment, plain common 
sense, a love of the beautiful, and warm sensibilitj', ttese 
constitute the true 'man of wit.' Of such was Sydney 
Smith and Hood, and of such, preeminently, in these 
■latter days,' is Dickbnb. 
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' Milk ron Babes,' an elaborately-concocted satire 
upon a certain class of ' learned and pious hand-books for 
urchins of both sexes,' is not without humor, and ridicules 
what indeed in some respects deserves animadversion. 
We affect as little as our correspondent what has been 
rightly termed ' a clumsy fumbling for the half-formed in- 
tellect, a merciless hunting down of the tender and un- 
fledged tiought,' through the means of ' instructive' little 
books, wherein an insipid tale goes feebly wriggUng 
through, aa unmerciful load of moral, religious, and sciea- 
tifie preaching ; or an apparently simple dialogue involves 
subjects of the highest difBculty, which are chattered over 
between two juvenile prodigies, or delivered to them in 
mouthfuls, curiously adapted to their powers of swallow- 
ing. ' The minor manners and duties,' says our corre- 
spondent, 'are quite overlooked by misguided parents 
now-a-days;' and this he illustrates by an. anecdote: 
' Thomas, my son,' said a father to a lad ia my heai'ing, 
tlie other day, ' won't you show the gentleman your last 
composition V ' I do ii't want to,' said he. ' I wish you 
would,' responded the father. ' I wont ! ' was f he reply ; 
'I'll be goy-blamed if I do !' A sickly, half-approving 
smile passed over the fece of the father, as he said, in ex- 
tenuation of his son's bi'usqtterie : ' Tom do n't lack man- 
Lei's generaEy ; but tlie fact is, he 's got suck a cold, he is 
almost a fool /' Kitiil pnvout ! b.tppy boy ! 
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There l^ in fheie humane and benevolent days an 
mcieasin^ sytnp'ithj in tte public mind for a roan coa- 
ilemnpd to ' maiJi soirowfully up to the gallows, there to 
be noosed up, vibrate bis bonr, and await tbe dissecting- 
inife of tbe snrgeon,' wbo fits his bones into a skeleton 
foi medicil purpoaea ' There never was a public bang- 
ing,' sajs a late adiot.^te of the abolition of capital punish- 
ment, ' ttat was productive of any thing but evil.' There 
is an anecdote recorded of WairFiELn, howevei', which 
seems to refute this posiljon, in at least one instance. This 
eloquent divine, while at Edinburgh, attended a public 
execution. His appearance upon tbe ground drew the 
eyes of all around him, and raised a variety of opinions as 
to the motives which led him to join m tbe crowd. The 
next day, being Sunday, he preached to a large body of 
men, women and children, in a field near the city. In 
tbe course of his sermon, he adverted to the execution 
which had taken place the preceding day. ' I know,' said 
he, ' that many of you will find it difficult to reconcile my 
appearance yesterday with my character. Many of yon 
will say, that my moments would have been better em- 
ployed in praying with the unhappy man, than in attend- 
ing him to the fatal tree, and that perhaps curiosity was 
the only cause that converted me into a spectator on that 
occasion : but those wbo ascribe that uncharitable motive 
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to Bie are under a mistake. I witnessed tho conduct of 
almost every one present on that occasion, and I was 
highly pleased witli it. It has given me a very favorable 
impression of the Scottish nation. Your sympathy was 
visible on your countenances, and reflected the greatest 
honor on your hearts : particularly when the moment ar- 
rived in which your unhappy fellow-creature was to close 
hia eyes on this world for ever, you all, as if moved by 
one impulse, turned your heads aside and wept. Those 
tears were precious, and will be held in remembrance. 
How different was if when the Saviour of mankind was 
extended on the cioss I Tlie Jews, instead of sympathizing 
in his sorrows, triumphed in them. They reviled him 
with bitttr expressions, with words even more bitter than 
the gall and vinegar which they gave him to diink. Not 
one of them all that witnessed bis pains, turned the bead 
aside even in the last pang. Tes, there was one ; that 
glorious luminaiy, (pointing to the sun,) veiled his bright 
face and sailed on in tenfold night I' This is eloquence ! 
Wonld that we could have seen the beaming features, the 
' melting eye, turned toward heaven,' which indelibly im- 
pressed these words upon the heai't of every bearer I 



Evert body has beard or seen ' Tke Mistletoe-Bovgh^ 
that Eadeliffian story in song, of a bride who had hid )iev- 
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self in an old oak chest (which 'closed with a spidng') on 
the night of her marii^e, and who was seen no more, 
until years had rolled hy, when her skeleton, in its bridal 
gear, was accidentally discovered in the living tomb which 
slie had sought in merrimont. There is a capital parody 
on this very Germanic tale, entitled 'The Vorh-'OuaeBoy^ 
wKich is set to the same music, and sung with a particu- 
larly Jugubrioua and ' dying fall ' in the chorus. It would 
' create a soul under the ribs of Death ' to hear it ' exe- 
cuted' in the voice and with the instrumentation of a 
certain friend of ' Old Kkick.'s,' who in rendering it pre- 
serves tho original pathos and irresistible cockneyism, to 
a charm. The last verse brought tears to our eyes : 

TUE VORK-'OtrSE BOY. 

Tub great-ooste imig In the vorfoMe lall, 
T!ie vlte-'«t3 Bliooe on the Tlte-vflsbed wall ; 
And tho paupers all were ijllthe flnd gity, 
A-k8opln' Uieir Chrtstmos 'olWaj- : 
Yen tho Maater he cried, witli aeavs^leeTf 
' Toil 11 all get Eonp for yom' ChrlBtmas uheer I ■ 

OhJ thBTOrt-'ousetoyl 

Oh ! the voik.'ouse boy I 
At length aU ov B3 to bed yie sent ; 

Ye sought him above and ve songht him below, 
And vn Eonght bim villi fiices of giief and to [ 

iu the VBt«r-bntt looked — but toniid him not) 
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Bat Tea tka aonp-Qoppers reDitIr did need, 

A dollop of bones lie grliding tlietc, 

In a Jog o! ilifl trowatfa the boy did Tent 1 

Togaln hie flll the Ittd did stoop, 

And dreadful to tell, he Tas b'iJed Into sonp 1 

And TB all os ue aaid, and le said it lith sneei 



The death of the late Samuel Woodwohth should 
not pass unnoted. lie has written many beautiful poems, 
whieK wiil live as long aa tlie language ; witness his ' Old 
Oaken Bucket,' that will be sung by millions yet unborn. 
Mr. WooDWORTH was a wann-hearted man, a good hus- 
band and father, and blameless in all the relations of life. 
One characteristic of his stylo was a sort of treble-rhyming, 
which we at one time fanded to be a very difBcult species 
of composition; but 'Ollapod' (may he rest in peaxjel) 
undeceived us, by throwing off almost impromptu stanzas 
in this kind. Eesisting all entreaties, on one occasion, to 
prolong a winter-visit in New-York, on the plea that the 
Delaware would be frozen, and his return to Philadelphia 



U 
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rendereil diftiLult, he tlius referred to the tiuth of his pro- 
phecy, in tJiu opemiitf of a poetical epL-.tip lythe next 
mail after his inui! at home 

^ I m glad, m ft ]9, tbat bo eo<ni 1 departed 

To this gooJI)- cLtj- at once lo rotom ; 
For iainiedktclj stto, old Bobeib hwl Btorted 

To ecatter the snoiFS IVom his locks end bis Dm : 
ir I 'd staid till Maniaj, or (oms home en Bunds;, 

Bnl the Bleam-bost ceased riiEiiiug, anfl thereCiK ' cunning' 

This measure, poor ' Ollapod' was wont to say, eoTild he 
'run off the reel' faster than any other witji which he was 
acquainted. 

There is a pleasant anecdote related of Mr. Alvaw 
Stewart, of Central New-Tork, which strikes us as 
worthy of preservation. He was dining one day at one of 
our fashionable hotels ; and after selecting from a bill-of- 
(are in French a piece of roaat-heef, he despatched one of 
the sparse corps of servants to procure it. He waited for 
some time, hut the servant ' came not back.' At length, 
observing him assisting at an opposite table, he beckoned 
to him, and having caugiit Kis eye, exclaimed, in a sono- 
rous voice, ' young man, I aw, hungry ! ' ' Ay, ay. Sir,' 
replied the waiter, and departed a second time for the 
plate of beef. After some time had elapsed, the beef was 
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placed before the liungiy gentleman, wlio turned a solemn 
face to the servant, and asked, ' Are you the boy who took 
my plato for this lieef !' 'Yes, Sir, I be,' said the waiter. 
' No 1 ' exclaimed Mr. Stewart : ' why, kow you Mve 
grown ! ' 

Who can withhold his assent to the justice of this es- 
timate of the deserts of that class of persona (happily 
sraaL) who, having acquired some notoriety as ' conversa- 
tionists,' are continually striving to he striking or pro- 
found; who say things in ten words which require only 
two ; and who fancy all the while that they are making a 
great impre^ion ? ' It is easy to talk of carnivcrous animals 
and beasts of prey ; but does such a man, who lays waste 
a whole party of civilized beings by prosing, reflect upon 
the joy he spoils and the misery he creates, in the courae 
of his life S — and that any one who listens to him through 
politeness, would prefer ear-a«he or tooth-ache to his con- 
versation ? Does he consider the extreme uneasiness 
which ensues, when the company have discovered that he 
is a hore, at the same time that it is impossible to convey, 
by words or manner, the most distant suspicion of the dis- 
covery? And then who punishes this bore ? Wiiat ses- 
sions and what assizes for him ! What bill is found 
against him ? Who indicts him ? When tiie judges have 
gone tiieir vernal and autumnal rounds, the sheep-stealer 
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disappears ; the swindler geta ready for the Bay ; the solid 
parts of the murderer are preserved in anafomieal collec- 
tions. But after twenty years of crime, the bore is per- 
haps discovered in the same house ; eating the same soup ; 
unpunished, untried, undissected.' Have you not encoun- 
tered, reader, in the course of what Mvs. Gamp would tei-m 
your ' pilglan's progess through this mortial wale,' an oc- 
casional bore of this stamp ; a man whose disquisitions 
(touching mainly perhaps his own litei'ary opinions and 
writings, puhlisBed or unpublished,) beat lettuces, poppy- 
syrup, mandragora, hop-pillows, and the whole tribe of 
narcotics, all to nothing! If you have not, you are lucky. 
We know who has. 
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JUST after you pass from Broalw^j Dt Willbt eet, 
citizen reader, you will perceive on you left a w de 
open sp d w th bb li and lottfd w th laborers 

Turn ail a m m nt nd ur ey tte s ene It la a 
space of g nd [ I by two acre 1 ed fices sue 

cession tb 1 t t f wh h bis j ist been tate down 
The num at bos wii b j see a ound s me almost 

demoli bed d th 1 wly y el 1 ng to tbe cr v bar 
and pi k a ■« tl ults f tKo dead \d a co a 
few ya d a d am tb m m e attentively. The work- 
men a m vin all tbat m ns of tbe forma that once 
tenanted th m m t mes little as scarcely to be per- 
ceptible; a spade-full or so of dust, a shapeless lump of 
porous bone, and perhaps a dank piece of worm-eaten 
mahogany, being all that is left. In the two or tbree 
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small pine boxes wtiet jou see in tte centi-e of tJae square 
are deposited, in a promiscuous heap, the few bones, lacge 
and small, which were found commingled together in the 
vaults ; and wKeve the lines of graves ran on each side of 
the church, ai'e also now and then found similar ' tiviphies 
of the dead and gone.' Pause at this spot, reader — as 
by an eddy that slowly revolves in the curve of some 
rusliing stream — pause for a moment, and ere you hasten 
on to mingle with 'multitudes commercing' in the crowd- 
ed mart of traffic, solemnly meditate, and commune with 
yourself : What am I ? and whithei' am I tending; ? Men 
with spirits as buoyant and hopes as bright as ray own ; 
who once met daily in the busy thoroughfares of the me- 
ti'opolis ; who mingled with each other in fraternal inter- 
course ; who sat side by side in the same house of prayer ; 
where ace they now? 'Shrunk to this little measure!' 
their very remains commingled together in the dust, and 
dwindled into indistinctness and inexti'icable confusion : 



80 »erj light and frail a tbing 1 
Tor eyet on Time's twtleBB wing ? 

■ Must all tlie ej(« Ihat sttll nra Urigit, 

And all the lips that talk of hllea, 
And all tie forms bo Mr lo alght. 
llereatter onij cotae to this ? ' 



When the rattling earth is cast upon o 
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cofBn, it sends up a hollow aoimd, which after a few iaint 
echoes, dies and h i hi 1 Th t fl t 

iiig noise is oui p th m w Th th U If 

says the great M j t, n t Ij eap t f 

tlie heavens ab b t f th t h Ij- d les ■d 

part within us. Tl m f fl 1 th t m bes m 
limits not my n d Tl t f th t t 11 th 1 ea 
they have an e! d tp I m Jh J Th 

is a divinity within ns : something that was before the ele- 
ments, and owes no homage unto the sim,' Bear this well 
in mind, therefore, that ' affections well-placed and duti- 
fully cherished ; friendships happily formed and faithfully 
maintiuned ; knowledge acquired with worthy intent, and 
intellectual powers that have been diligently improved as 
the talents which the gi'eat Author of Mind has commitr 
ted to our keeping; will accompany us into another state 
of existence, as surely as the soul in that state retains its 
identity and its consciousness.' No one, says Solon, can 
(ruly be called happy, until hia iife has terminated in 
a happy death ; and surely his death will be the happiest, 
who in his day and generation has done the most good to 
his fellow-men. Seek out, then, those unhappy wretches 
■who are shunned because penniless and forlorn ; oppressed 
and wronged, because weak and powerless ; who endure 
poverty without pity, age without reverence, want without 
succor, and pain without sympathy ; seek them out, and 
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relieve them. Then will the 'blessing of him that wa 
ready to perish ' cheer your last hour. Then there will b 
joy in the thought that 

' onr llvfng bodlfs (liougli Uiey aocm 



If any man among us lacks piide in his country, or 
in the ingenious handicraft of his fellow-citizens, we coun- 
sel him to step into the Fair of the American Institute, 
at KiBLo's Gai'den. Is there any nation under heaven, 
■with the esperienoe that our's has had, that can excel us 
in the useful arfs ! How vain-glorious soever the assump- 
tion may seem, we think not There ai* wme inventions 
on exhibition st tie Pair which will provoke a smile from 
the observant visitor ; but we shall not name them, leat 
our motives should be misinterpreted. The truth is, we 
have had an invention 'thrown out' by the managers; 
and any adverse remarks of oura upon the ' improvements ' 
of other exhibitors, would be placed to the account of pri- 
vate pique. Our appeal lies to the public. The ^ Ekhx- 
la£olnon' or Chicken-Hatching Machine, suggested to us 
an improved plan for supplying the increased demand for 
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eggs, created by that unique steam-lien. It was called 
' The Self-acting Back-Aciion Sgg-Persuader,' and was 
upon the following principle : A nest, in trie usual 
form, was made of beet pieces of whale-bone, supported 
at their upper ends by a circular hoop, and termina- 
ting in veiy thin points at the bottom of the nest. Be- 
low the neat was suspended a circular thread-netting. 
The imdu8 <^erandi of the. invention was as follows : 
The veritable nest being concealed by the usual materiel, 
the hen mounts in good feith, settles down, and deposits 
her egg, ' in the full glow of conscious security.' The 
pliant centre of the nest feels the weight of the new bur- 
then, yields gently to the pressure, and the egg is safely 
deposited in the netting below. The hen finding after all 
her labor ' a product of nil' in the nest, renews her mater- 
nal endeavors ; nor does she cease, until the lower basket 
of net-work is filled with eggs, and there remains twe in 
the veritable neat Such, fellow-citizens, is the useful in- 
vention which was 'thrown out' by the Accepting Com- 
mittee of the American Institute I 



Did you never meet, reader, on board a steam-boaf, 

in a rail-road car, or in society, with one of those perking, 

nqnisitive persons, who try to pick the brains of every 

man who will submit to the process i When next you 

14* 
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eDcouiitei' such an one, adopt the 'interrupting game,' as 
played by a traveller upon an inquisitive inn-keeper: 
' Good morning. Sir ; how do you do ! I suppose you 

are going to ' Here Boniface paused, expecting 

the name of the place to be supplied; but the traveller 
answered : ' You are quite right, Sir ; I generally go there 
at this season,' 'Ah! aheml do you? And no doubt 

you are now come fi-om ' 'Eight again, Sir; I 

hve there.' ' 0!i ! ah ! do you ? Well, your face is fa- 
miliar to me ; I have met you somewhere, I am quite ■' 

' Very likely, Sir ; I 've been there often. Good morning. 
Sir.' ' Good morning,' ' Not much information elicited 
from that witness 1' as Mbudlb saji! in the play. Wal- 
coTT, that very clever and most versatile of acf«rs, tells us 
that he was once shut up in an apartment of a New-Eng- 
land country inn, with a 'g^noowine' female inquisitor, 
who had just alighted from a stage-eoaeh. While her 
male attendant had gone to get her ' some 'fresk'enls,* he 
was left in the room with her. Being engaged with a 
book he did not notice her particularly. Presentiy she 
observed, looking at a daub of portrait hanging against 
the wall, ' Do yo6u kneSw whuse picter that is ? It looks 
like a fine moral creetur.' ' I am aftaid you mistake the 
character of the original,' replied Mr. Walcott ; ' I am 
informed that he was a lodger, who was leaving clandes- 
tinely, without paying his board, and that hia portrait was 
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detained as se<!Urity in part for his dues.' ' Yoeu do n't say 
sol' — and the lady passed on to another rude painting, 
and the only other one in the apartment. Suireyicg it a 
moment, she again inq^uired; 'Whuse is that paintJn'? 
It 's a pleaain' picter, but he wears hia .hair cuv'ub.' ' That,' 
said the player, 'is a copy of our Saviodk.' 'Now du 
tell — I want to tnow! Well,' she continued, 'it does 
look sun'tkin' like him, do n't itP Reflection as to the 
implied famiiiaiity with the original face, whici enabled 
the 'inquisitor' to detect at a glance a jenentJ reaemblanc«, 
was interrupted by the appearance of the ' 'fresh'ents,' in 
shape of 'nut-cakes and dder;' and presently, says our 
informant, ' the pair went on tlieir way, and I saw them 



'A TEW dajs smcf a law looking genius, cainirg a 
cheap hiir trunk, mide hia appearance on buiid a sloop 
which pile"* between Wew Yoik and a smiU port on the 
Connecticut coist,'mi inquired for the captam Hp hailpd 
from Coos county, New-Hampshire, and presented in his 
appearance a perfect specimen of a fresh caught Yankee 
He wore a mixed coat of home-made fabric, with short 
square skirts, such as are usually called ' hob-tail,' lead- 
buttons, and sleeves about six inches too short at the 
wrists. His pantaloons were striped, and his legs were 
thrust a long way through them, leaving the interval be- 
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tween tlie legs of the trowsers and his heavy laced boofs 
arrayed in a suhstantial pair of pepper-and-salt yarn stock- 
inga. On a head, adorned with a luxuriant growth of 
coarse sandy hair, tallowed to a nicety, was perched a hat 
much worn but in an excellent state of preservation, with 
a narrow biim and huge bell-crown, serving the purpose 
of a travelling valise in addition to the other uses of that 
article of wearing apparel. An immense collar, ri^d with 
starch and erect to tlie ears, supported by a cotton cravat 
of variegated yellow and black, completed the adornment 
of his outer man. He seemed about twenty-flve yeara of 
age; was a lean, cad avei-ous-looking individual, standing 
some sis feet whea erect, but having a stoop of fie 
shoulders which reduced him to about live-feet-nine. A 
small pinched-up mouth, peaked nose, high cheek-bones, 
sunken cheeks, prominent chin, and a pair of bright twink- 
ling eyes, of an indescribable color, gave an air of extreme 
' cntenesa' to hia physiognomy. 

This was obviously his first visit to the salt water ; 
but as he stood upon the sloop's deck whistling Yankee- 
doodle, his arras thrust into his pockets up to the elbows, 
one leg tirown forward, hja eyes cast upward scanning 
the ligging with the air of a connoisseur, he seemed as 
much at home as though he was a veritable ' ocean-child.' 
In reply to a question as to his business, lie drawled 
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' Capting, what '11 jeOu charge to take a feller tu. 
Tork city 1 ' 

He was infomied that the fere was one dollar and 
fifty cents. 

' I s'spect yeOu mean yeftu charge a feller that when 
yeOu Jind him ; what 'U yeou. talie a feller for, when he 
finds himself § ' 

The price of passage without board, he was informed, 
was seventy-five cente. 

' Then I shall have to foot it tu York ; you see, I 'm 
scant on 't for funds, and I must have a leetle somethin' 
left to feed me a'ter I get there ; can 't get along without 
victuals.' 

' Can 't help it,' replied the captain ; ' that 's our low- 
est ; we ha' n't but one price.' 

' NeOw just take a fellei' for half-a-dollai-, capting ; 
come, neOw ; if yeOu will, I '11 help d« up the chores 
while I 'm aboaj'd.' 

' No, Sir, I can 't take you for that piice.' 

The greeu-horn squirted a long stream of tobacco-juice 
iipon the deck, resumed his tune of Yankee-doodle, 
shouldered his hair-trunk, and walked off. lu about an 
hour he returned, and with a grin addressed the captain : 

' Neiiw, look o' here, captmg, I 'm in disti'ess ; I posi- 
tively hdnt got but tew dollars in the world ; I must get 
tu York, or I shall stai've ; I can 't get nothin' to du here. 
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NeOw, du, capting ; I Ve always heai'n tell ttat you. sailors 
was generous chaps.' 

Tliis appeal to the captain's professional pride had ite 
effect ; and he agreed to take the persevering mendicant 
for fifty cents, provided he would supply himself with pi'o- 
visiona, and render sueli assistance as he could in managing 

The passage was unusually long, being dolayed by 
contrary winds nearly a vieek beyond the ordinary time 
of starting. On the second day the Yankee ran out of 
provisions ; and the captain, as an act of charity, fumislied 
him from the vessel's stores. About tiiirty-six houra be- 
fore their anival, in the exuberance of his exujtafion at 
having outwitted the captain, he disclosed to a fellow- 
passenger that he had 'lots o' cash,' and he made quite a 
display of loose change. This soon came to the ears of 
the captain, wh.o was so indignant at the imposition which 
had been practised upon him, that he was about setting 
the tricky eiatomer aahore, to 'foot it to York' the best 
way he could ; but on reflection, he concluded that it 
would be a worse punishment to keep him on board, stop 
his rations, and put him to hard work. From this time 
until their arrival, the Yankee's situation was no sinecure. 
Furnished with a cloth, and a bucket of sand, he was set 
to scourmg the anchor / Being inured to labor, that did 
not tronble him much ; but to wort on an empty stomach 
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for thirty-six liours, and endure the curses of the enraged 
captain, and the taunts and jeere of the passengers and 
crew, and all_ for the smaJI matter of twenty-five cents, he 
thought was ' paying rather dear for the whistle ! ' Great 
was his joy, therefore, when they hauled info the slip at 
New-York ; and before the sloop's side had touched the 
dock, he jumped ashore. Leaving the little hair-tmnk to 
be removed after he had satisfied his hunger, he hastened 
to the nearest plac« where food could he procured. This 
happened to he a huokstei'i sf'uid at the bead f f the slip , 
where, among othei eatables, were dispjijed acme fane- 
lookmg boiled lobstei-s Out verdant genms had ofien 
heard lohstei's spoken of as excellent food although he 
had never tasted any , this seemed a good oppcitumtj to 
satisfy hia hungpr, anil at the same time to enjoy a rare 
luxmy , so attei laigaiiimg awJule and beating tlie old 
woman down m hei ].n<x some thiee oi four cent-, he 
bought tl ree Ijhsteis tnd as many Boston 'ciackers,' 
with which he letuined to the sloop 

Meanwhile one of the passengeis, a wag of the tirst 
ordei, having been up into the city, tctumt,! on boird 
and noticed the Yankee, at the heel of the bo«spitt, 
seated on his han tiunk, and 'gtin' mto' hia bargain 
tooth and niil It was a greedj speetK.!e ' Ho wrenchnd 
the jawH and claws of the lobsters apatt with unnecessiiy 
Btiength, drawing out with voracity sharp splinters of the 
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md biting them off close down to the sockets which 
lem. Suck a smacking and cracking was never 
hefore. Carelessly sauntering within hearing, the 
passenger gave Ihe captain a wink, and re- 
marked : 

' This is a horrihle husiness, captain ! ' 

' What is a horrible hnsiness V asked the skipper. 

' Hain' t you heard the news ? All the papers are full 
of it. Some Jersey fishing-sin acfes have been taking lob- 
sters on the copperas-banks off Earnegat, and have sold 
them all over the city. Every person who has eaten any 
of them is p'isoned. Fifiy-fhree have died since morning; 
there is a tremendous excitement abont it. Aa I came 
down, I saw an officer ari'est the old woman who keeps a 
stand at the head of the slip, for selling some of the same 
lobsters.' 

The Yankee, who had already devoured one and part 
of another, paused at the narration, as if suddenly para- 
lyzed ; then dropping the fragment which he held, with 
the untouched prize, into the water, his mouth filled with 
cracker-and-lobstcr, hk enormous palms extended over 
his abdomen, his face pallid witt terror, he exclaimed : 

' Oh golly I what shall I du I What shall I du ! I 'm 
sartingly a dead man I Darn York ! Cuss the lobstais ! 
I wish I 'd staid tu hum ! Oh, my beowels ! my 
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'If that d — d green-horn has n't been eating some of 
'em 1 — run for a doctor ! ' exclaimed the captain. Some 
one started ashore for a ptjsician. In the mean time the 
Yankee continued to groan and lament, attracting a largo 
ci'owd of spectator by his cries : ' Oh, Sure ! if I had 
only taken your advice, and kept clear of this taraal York 
city! I'm dying — I know I am! My month tastes 
jest like a rusty cent ! The doctor '11 charge an all-fired 
price to cure me, I s'spect. There, I 'm spitting gi'een ! — 
that 's the copperas ! I shall die before the doctor gets 
here I Murder ! murder I murder 1 ' 

Some one personating a physician now made his ap- 
pearance, felt of the patient's pulse, examined his tongue, 
and pTOnounced it a clear case of poisoning; fi'om eating 
copperas lobsters. He prescribed a powerful emetic, 
which was immediately administered in the form of a 
quart of luke-wann salt water. The effect was powerful 
beyond explanation. It produced a prodigious paroxysm, 
and kept him in a continual shudder for more than an 
honi', during wliich his case seemed to be very doubtful. 
He kept girding his stomach with his two hands, squeezing 
his viscera, and bowing down as the contending forces 
racked his whole inner man. In the pauses of his pangs 
he uttered sundry exclamations, such as, ' Oh, Sukb ! 
damn lobsters ! cuss York city ! Oh, my beowels I If I 
ever get hum ag^n you '11 never catch There it is 
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again ! I shall die 1 Parson Ditlittlb ! Parson Dulit- 
TLE ! if I had D't neglected your preaetia' I' etc., to tlio 
great edification and amuaement of the hy-atandera. At 
length, the doctor pronounced him free from danger and 
convalescent. The next thing was the payment of the 
fee, which he was infonned was five dollars. He groaned 
in spirit, and his ' beOwels ' yearned worse than ever at 
the thought of parting with such a sum of money. There 
was no help for it, however; so he 'forked over' the Y, 
and shouldering his hau'-tnink, went growling on bis wiiy, 



■\\ E I a e oft he I of pe s tilk w fh n^r> 
vete ne ce to i in nate obje t h h 1 spleaae 1 them 
ffld we hive even heird of these sin e objects te ng j t 
upo the good hehiv or as n the case of the iiloi who 
rem ndel b s sta ch raft when she wis sa 1 ng beaut 
f Uy befo e the w nd thit f si e wo Id belli e equally 
well lu ngtlevojage he si o lilave ih ndsonecoat 
of pa at the ve y diy ntter si e a ii ed at he dest ed 
port One of the ! est th ngs n th s kind ho i ever h h 
we remember to have beard, was told us the other day by 
a friend, whom no ' good thing' ever escapes. A vessel 
ill the Mediterranean, loaded to the gunwale with a rich 
eai^ of figs, WM wrecked in a tremendous storm ; the 
captain and mate being saved by a miracle. The next 
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day, bj one of its sudden changes, the blue ocean was as 
smooth aa glass : scarcely a cat's-paw of wind could be 
traced, as far as the eye could reach. The captain of the 
wrecked vessel, however, walking along the coast near 
Lisbon, surveyed the scene with a jaundiced eye, ' Oh ! 
yes!' said he, 'mighty still mowi; smooth enough to-iiay; 
but I see through you; / know what you want — jiou 
ioant more Jigs / You do n't catch me offHri, though, 
mind I tell you!' 



' The Changeless Philosopher ' is not bad ; nay, it is 
veiy good — but not ([utte ongmal Goldsmith has a 
character so much like the ' philosopher,' that we hWly 
think fioiS, can be ongmal creations Part of our ' peri- 
patetic ' hero's reasoning seems also to have been borrowed 
from the bankrupt 'Wylde Gates' argument in extenu- 
ation of stealing a conveyance in town, and making an 
inroad upon the larders and bars of sundry suburban 
houses of entertainment, 'without regard to expense : ' 'I 
do n't know whether things are not funnier when you 've 
got no money at all, than when your pockets are brimful. 
Take all you can, and nci responsibility ; no forking down 
or settling up ; a free blow, every-which-way. Get kicked 
a little sometimes ; but tliat mends itself cheap ; and 
when you 've had a ride and trimmings, whisky-punch 
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and fiied oysters, a dance, an upset, and a fight with 
ciiaire and decanters, why what can they do with you 
then, if you are independent in your circumstances, and 
have n't got a red cent ! They can 't unride a fellow ; 
no, nor undance him neither. When you 've had some- 
thing to drink, you 're a fixed fact, and can 't be un- 
pimehed ! ' 



Wb were not a Iitt!e amused the otlier evening at 
NiBLo's, by a dialogue wliich we overheard between a 
verd^t-looking biped and a colored ' gemman ' officiating 
as waiter. Taking up a little bill from one of the small 
tables, the white youth ran over the items, as 'Vaniila 
cream,' ' Strawberry, do.,' ' Raspberry, do.,' etc. At length, 
' Bring rae,' said he to the waiter, ' some o' your ' Straw- 
herry Do!" The 'colored person'- looked at the dish 
indicated by the finger of his interlocutor ; ' Oh ! ' he ex- 
plained, 'that means ditto; it means that it 's the same 
thing, you see.' ' Very well, then, bring m.e a Straw- 
berry iJito; you 've ^oi it, ha'nt ye? Thei'e's a man 
there's jest sent and had one fetch' d. Jest bring lae one 
on 'em!' At that moment we heard the tones of Mrs. 
Mowatt's most musical voice; the curtain was up ; and 
we left the intelligent inquisitor thrusting into hia very 
throat large heaps of ' Strawberry Ditto.' 
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Mr. Fowler, ' practical phrenologist,' lias issued an 
elaborate work on Lis ' science.' It contains tlie engraved 
busts of a good many men remarkable for their bumps. 
We once ' lay ' for our plastfir-portrmt fo Mr. Fowler, and 
kept a very sober fece in our coffln-like hox until he had 
piled the liquid matSriel around our smoothly-greased 
head and face, to within a half an inch of the moutli; 
hut when he began to feed the adjiicont features with a 
spoon, and we saw only a nose sticking out of the warm 
white hasty-pudding, ' human-natur" could n't stand it; 
and just as far as those features could laugh they did ; the 
muscles below however were 'stuck;' and the result in 
the cast was a face solemn as an owl's up to the outer line 
of a small circle embracing the mouth and muscles imme- 
diately adjacent, which were themselves 'full of mirth,' 
'Pictui-e it, think of it,' reader! And yet Mr. Fowler 
had tte audacity to exhibit that bust in his window (Pe- 
ter RoBiNsow the murderer on one side and our friend 
Colonel Webb on the other !) until we extracted a promise 
from him to remove it and break the mould which had 
been woi^e than an 'iron mask' to us. 



Odr Tinnecum fi^end and correspondent saw an adroit 
trick 'done and performed' the other day in the vicinity 
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of WasLington-mavket. A fellow loaned a countryish- 
looking inan a gold watah for ten dollars, with the privi- 
lege of redeeming it in two days, for a dollar premium. 
' It wa3 worth sixty ; ' ' belonged to his father,' etc. ; but 
then he must have the ten. dollars. He took it from his 
pocket, wrapped a paper round it, gave it to tlie country- 
man, and got his ten dollars. ' Halloo 1 stranger 1 ' said 
an accomplice over the way, after the fellow had gone off 
with the money, ' what '11 you bet tliat ain't a stone you 
have just bought ? ' ' I 'il bet you tew dollars 't ain't. 
Did n't I see bim wrap it up ! ' 'I '11 stand you ! ' said 
the accomplice ; ' money down.' The money was deposi- 
ted in the hands of a by-stander, the package was un- 
rolled, and a fiat vounded stone was all ita contents ! The 
countryman staid about the market for several days — but 
he has gone home now ! 



That was an affecting conclusion of a speech by a 
venerable Methodist clergyman at one of our lato religious 
anniversaries, He kad been depicting the sufferings of 
his youth and manhood in proclaiming the 'glad tidings' 
of CsRisT in the western wilds ; often riding in storm and 
tempest through the forest, when it was so dark tliat he 
could not see the beast on which he rode, and frequently 
; the dense woods ; his own hands mean time 
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ministering unto his necessities. He was a poor wayfar- 
ing man, he said, with no cottage in the wilderness, but 
wandering like the Israelite, and lodging awhile in tents, 
till he should reach the heavenly CaTiaan. The fervor 
with which the following lines were given from the. lips of 
the speaker brought tears to many an eye : 



•it goods despise ; 
on their uliole doljght, 
Lty out of sight, 
D tlie eklea. 

17 home ana portion fair, 



me in J elder bretbren stay, 
augelB befilvon me away, 
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